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xV Seventh Edition of the following Poemi 
being called for by the publick, the author is in- 
duced to say a few words, particularly concem- 
iiig those which, under the name of Sonnets, 
describe his personal feelings. 

They can be considered in no other light, than 
as exhibiting occasional icQe&ions which natu- 
rally arose in his mind, chiefly during various 
excursions, undertaken to relieve, at the time, 
depression of spirits. They were therefore, tn 
general, suggested by the icenes before hiii>— 
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and wherever sach scenes appeared to harmooice 
with his dlgposttion at die moment, the wnti- 
menti were mvoliintarily prompted. 

Numberless poetical trifles of the same kiod 
lave occurred to him, when peihaps, in his soti- 
taiy rambles, he has been " chewing the food 4f 
Bwect and bitter (mcj;" bot the^ hare been for- 
gotten, at he left the places which gave rise to 
them, and the greatest pait of Uioae originally 
committed to the press were %oritien Je%int, fir 
In ^fint nMif ifom memory. 

This is nodiiog to the pablickj bnt it may 
Bene in some measure to obviate the cemmw 
remark on melancholy poetry, that it has bem 
very often gtravely competed, itbea posslUy the 
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heart of the writer had very little iduuc in the 
distress be chose to describe. 

But there is a great difference between natural 
ind Jahrifateil feelings, even in poetry :— To 
which of these two charaSera the poems before 
the reader belong, the author leaves those, who 
have felt sensalioiis of sorrow, to jndge. 

They who know him, know the occasions of 
Ihem to have been real j to the pablick be migbt 
only mention the sudden death of a deserving 
young woman, with whom, 

..." Sperahat Imtgti hat I duetri soles, 
" Ei fio aecl'mis comtnuisst siias." 
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TINEMODTH, NORTHUMBERLAND, 



As slow I climb the cliff's ascendliig side. 
Much muang on the track of terror past, 
WhcD o'er die dark ware rode the howling Uast, 
Pkas'd I look back, and view the traaquil tide 
That laves the pebbl'd shore: and now the beam 
Of ev'ning smiles on the grey battlement. 
And yon forsaken tow'r that Time has rent: — 
The lifted oar far off with silrer gleam 
Is touch'd, and hosh'd is all the tnllowy deep ! 
Sooth'd by the scene, thus on tir'd Nature's breast 
A sUllness slowly steals, and kindred rest; 
While sea-sounds lull her, as she unks to sleep, 
Like melodies which mourn upon the lyre, 
Wak'd by the breeze, and, as they mourn, expire. 
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BAMBOROUGH CASTLE. 



I E holy Towers that shade the ware-worn steep. 
Long may ye rear your aged brow! sablimei 
Though, hurrying silent by, relentless Time 

Assail you, and the winter whirlwind's sweep ! 

For far from blazing Grandeur's crouded halls. 
Here Charity hath fix'd her chosen seat. 
Oft list'ning tearfiil when the wild winds beat 

With hollow bodings round your ancient walls; 

And I^ty, at the dark and stormy hour 

Of midnight, when the moon is hid on high. 

Keeps her lone watch upon the topmost tow'r, 
And turns her ear to each ex[nnng cry; 

Blest if her aid some fiuoting wretch might save. 

And snatch him cold and speechless from the wave. 
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SONNET m. 



RIVER WENSBECK. 



While slowly waoden thy sequester'd stream, 
Wensbeck! the mossy-scatter'd rocks among) 
]□ fancy's ear ititl making plaintiTe song 
To the dark woods abore, that wanhg seem 
To bend o'er some enchanted spot; remov'd 
Prom life's vain coil, 1 listen to the wind, 
And think I hear meek sorrow's plaint, reclin'd 
O'er the forsaken tomb of one she lov'd! — 
Fair scenes, ye lend a pleasure, long unknown. 
To him who passes weary on his way — 
The &rewell tear, which now he turns to pay. 
Shall thank yo*; — and whene'er of pleasnres flown 
His heart some iong-lost image would renew, 
Delightfiil haunts! he will remember yon. 
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SONNET rV. 



RIVER TWEED. 



\J TwtiD.' a stronger, diat with wandering feet 

O'er hill and dale has journey'd many a inile> 

(If so his weary thoughts he might beguile) 
Delighted turns thy beauteous icenes to greet. 
The waving branches that romanticb bend 

O'er thy tall banks, a soothing charm bestow; 

The murmurs of thy wand'ring wave below 
Seem to his ear the pty of a friend. 
Delightfiil stream! though now along thy shore. 

When spring returns in all her wonted pride. 
The shepherd's (Ustant pipe is heard no more. 

Yet here with pensive peace could I abidC) 
Far from the stormy world's tumultuous roar. 

To muse upon thy banks at eventide. 
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SvENING, as slow thy placid shades deicesd, 
Veiling with geotkat bosh the landscape stiU, 
The lonely battlemeot, and ^nheat hill 

And wood, I think of those that bare no &iend( 

Who DOW) perhaps, by melancholy led. 

From the broad blaze of day, where pleuvre flaunti, 
Retiring, wander 'mid thy lonely haunts 

nnseen ; and watch the cats that o'er thy bed 

Hang lovely, to their pensive fancy's eye 
Piesenting ^ry vales, wheie the tir'd mind 
Might restt beyond the murmurs of mankind. 

Nor hear the hourly moans of misery! 

Ah! beauteoni views, that H(^'s &ir gleams the while 

Should smile like you, and perish as they smite! 
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A VILLAGE IN SCOTLAND. 



ClYSDALE, as thy romantick Tal» I leave. 
And bid farewell to each redriog hill, 
Where food attention teems to linger still, 
Tracing the broad bright landscape; much I grieve 
That, mingled with the toiling croud, no more 
I may retiun your vary'd Tiews to mark. 
Of rocka amid the sunshine tow'ring dark, • 
Of rivers winding wild, and mountains hoar, 
Or castle gleaming on the distant steep! — 
For this a look back on thy hills I cast. 
And many a soften'd image of the past 
Pleas'd I combine, and bid remembrance keep. 
To sooth me with fair views and fancies nide, 
When I pursue my path in solitude. 
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SONNET Vn. 



RIVER ITCHIN, NEAR WINTON. 



ITCHIN, when I behold thy baolu again, 
Thy crumbling margin, and thy silver breast. 
On which the self-same tints still seem to rnc. 

Why feels my heart the shiv'ring sense of pain? 

Is it — that many a summer's day hast past 
ffince, in life's mom, I caroll'd on thy side ! 
Is it — that gft, since then, my heart has »gh'd, 

As Youth, and Hope's delusive gleams, flew last? 
Is it — that those, who circled on thy shore, 
Companions of my youth, now meet no more i 

Whate'er the cause, upon Ay banks I bend. 
Sorrowing, yet feel such solace at my heart, 

As at the meeting of some longJost friend, 
From \^m, in happier hours, we wept to part. 
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SONNET vin. 



Poverty! though from thy haggard eye, 
Thy cheerless nueo, of every charm bereft, 
Thy brow that Hope's last traces long have left, 

V^ Fortime's feeble sooi with terror fly ; 

1 love thy solitary haunts to seek; — 

For Pity, reckless of ba own distress; 

And Patience, in the pall of wretchedness. 
That cuins to the bleak storm her &ded cheek; 
And Rety, that never told her wrong; 

And meek Content, whose giie& no more rebel ; 
And Genius, warbUng sweet her saddest song; 

And Sorrow Lst'nbg to a lost fiiend's knell. 
Long banish'd from the world's insulting throng; — 

With thee, and thy unfriended offspring, dwell. 



AT DOVER CLIFFS, 

JUL» lO, 1787. 



On these white cli£f«, that calm zbon the flood, 
Uplift their shadowing heads, and, at their feet, 
Scarce hear the surge that hai for age* beat. 

Sure many a lonely wand'rer has stood ; 

And, whilst the lifted munmir met his ear, 
And o'er the distant billowB the still £ve 
SaiI'd slow, has thought <^ all his heart must leave 

To-mmrow ; of the fneods he lov'd most dear; 

Of social sceitet, fi^m which he wept to part: 
But if, like me, he knew how fruitless all 
The thouf^ts that would fiiU &in the past recall, 

Sochi would he quell the risings of his heart. 

And brare the wild winds and unhearing tide. 

The World his country, and his Oon his guide. 
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AT OSTEND, LANDING. 

lULT 31, 1787. 



1 HE onent beam iUumes the parting oar — 
From yoDder azure track, emerging wlute. 
The earliest sail alow gains upon the sig^t. 
And the blue wave comes ripling to die ahore^ 
Meantime hi off the rear of darkness flies: 
Yet, 'mid the beauues of the mom, unmoVd, 
Like one for ever torn from all he tov'd, 
Tow'rds Allxon's heights I turn my longing eyet> 
Where every pleasure aeem'd erewhile to dwell: 
Yet boots it not to tbiokt or to complain. 
Musing sad ditties to the reckless main : 
To dreanu like thesei adieu! — the pealing bell 
Speaks of the hour that stays not— and the day 
To life's sad turmoil calls my heart away. 
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SONNET XI. 
AT OSTEND, 

juiT M, 1787. 



now sweet the tuneful belk' reaponnre peal! 
As nhen, at opening morn, the fragract breeze 
Breathes oa the trembling sense of wan duease. 
So [nerdng to my heart their force I ieelt 
And hark ! with lessening cadence now they iall, 
and nowi along the white and level tide, 
They fling their melancholy mimck widei 
Bidding me many a tender thought recall 
Of summer^days, and those delightful years 
When by my native streamsi.in life's feir prime. 
The moumfiil magick of their minting chime 
Arst walc'd my wond'ting childhood into tears! 
But seeming now, when all those days are o'efi 
The sounds of joy once heard, and heard no more. 
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SONNET XII. 



RIVER RHINE. 



X WAS mom, and beauteous od the mountaiii's brow, 
(HuDg with the beamy clusters of the vine) 
Stream'd the blue tight, wheo oD the sparklbg Rhine 

We bounded) and the white waves round the prow 

In murmois parted; — varying as we go, 
Lo ! the woods open, and the rocks retire, 
Some convent's ancient walls or glist'ning spire 

'Hid the bright landscape's track unfolding slow. 

Here dark with fiirrow'd aspeft, like despair. 
Frowns the bleak cliff— there on the woodland's side 
The shadowy sunshine pourg its streaming tide; 

Whilst Hope, enchanted with the scene so &ir. 

Would wish to linger many a summer's day. 

Nor heeds how fast the prospcA winds away. 
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SONNET Xin. 



A CONVENT. 



If chance Knne ptamt ttcanger, hither led, 
(His bosom glowing from m^esdck fiewS) 
The gorgeous dome, or the prcmd Undacape'a hues) 
Should ask who sleeps beneath this lowly bed — 
'Tis poor Matilda!— To the cloister'd scene, 
A mourner, beaateoiu and unknown, she came. 
To shed her tears unmark'd, and quench the flame 
Of fi-uitless lore: yet was her look serene 
As the pale mooolight in the midnight aisle ; 
Her voice was soft, which yet a charm could lend 
Like that which spoke of a departed fiiend, 
And a meek sadness sat upon her smile! — 
Now, Ba reraor'd fiom every earthly ill, 
Her woes u« buiy'd, and her htart is stjll.- 
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50NNET xnr. 



Ti M E ! who know'st a lenient hand to hy 
Soften on sorrow's wonixli and slowly thence 
(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 

The feint pang stealest unpercm'd away; 

On Thee I rest my only hope at last. 
And think, when thou hast dry'd the bitter tear 
That flows in vain o'er all my soul held dear, 

1 may look back oo erery sorrow past, : 
And meet life's peaceful erming widi a amilc — 

As some tone tnrdi at day's departing hour, 

Sings in the tonbcam, of the tranuent show'r 

Forgetfiil, though its wings are wet the while: — 

Yet ahl how much must that poor heut endure, 

Whicb hopes ffom thee, and thee alone, -a ctuel 
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SONNET XV. 



JLaNGUID, and sad, and slow, from day to day 
1 journey on, yet pensive torn to view 
(Where the rich landscape gleams with softer hue) 

The streams, and rales, and hills,' that steal away. 

So bres it with the children of the earth: 
For when life's goodly prospect opens round, 
Thur spirits beat to tread that fairy groond, 

Where erery vale sounds to the pipe of mirth. 

But them vain hope, and easy youth beguiles, 
And soon a longing look, hke me, they cast 
Back on the pleasing prospefi of the past: 

Tet Fancy points where still fu onward smiles 

Some sunny spot, and her {hit colouring blends, 

'Till cheerless on their path die night descends. 
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SONNET XVI. 



A DISTANT VIEW OF ENGLAND. 



Aw. from tmae eyes the tears unbidden Mart, 
As thee, my couatry. aod liie long-lost »ght: 
Of thy own cli^ that lift their summiu ^^ite 
Above the wave, once more my beaODg heart 
With eager hope and filial transport haij^ ! 
Scenes of my youth, reviving gales ye. bring, 
As when eiewhile the tuaetal mors of spring 
Joyous awoke amidst your Uboming vales, 
And fill'd with fragrance every painKd pUin: 
Fled are those hours, aiid all the joys ihey gutel 
Yet still I gaze, aod coont each rising wave 
That bears me nearer to your haunts again t 
If haply, 'nud those woods and vajes so fiur. 
Stranger tQ Peace, I yet auy meet her tltete. 
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SONNET XVII. 



RIVER CHERWELL, OXFORD. 



CllEHWELL! how pleas'd along thy willow'd hedge 
Erewhile I stray'd, or when ihe morn began 
To tinge the distant turret's gleamy fan. 
Or evening glimmer'd o'er the sighing aedgel 
And now- reposing on thy banks once more, 
I bid the pipe farewell, and that sad lay 
Whose musick on my melancholy way 
I woo'd; amid thy waving willows hoar 
Seeking awhile to rest — till the bright sun 
Of joy return, as when Heaven's beauteous bow 
Beams on the night-storm's passing wings below ! 
Whate'er betide, yet something have I won 
Of solace, that may bear me on serene, 
'Till Eve's last hush shall close the »Jent scene. 
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FART SECOND. 
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SONNET xvin. 



As one vbo, long by wasting nckness worn, 
Weary has watch'd the liiig'riiig night, aod heard 
Heartless the carol of ibe matin bird 

Salute his loneiy porch, now first at mom 

Goes forth, lesnring his melancholy bed; 
He the green slope and level meadow vievi, 
De)i(^)ttul bath'd with slow-uccnding dews; 

Or marks the clouds, that o'er the mountain's head 

In Taryiag forms ^Dtastick wander white ; 
Or turns his ear to every random u»ig. 
Heard the green river's winding marge along. 

The whilst each sense is steep'd in sdU delight. 

With such delight, o'er all my heart I feel. 

Sweet Hope! thyfragraoce pure and healing incense steaL 
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(jrO xhea, and J<hii the roaring dty'i tbrODg! 
-Me thOu dost leare to solitude and tears. 
To bojy phantasies, and boding fears, ' . 
Lest ill betide tbee: bat 'twill not be long. 
And the hard season shall be past: till then 
IJve happy ; sometimes the forsaken shade 
Rememb'ring, and these trees now left to &de; 
Nor, 'mid the busy scenes and *' hum of men)" 
Wilt thou my cares forget; in heayiness 
To me the hours shall roll, weary and slow, 
7^ moumiiil autumn past, aod all the snow 
Of winter pale! the glad hour I shall Mess, 
That shall restore thee from the croad ^ain. 
To the green hamlet in the peacefiil plain. 



J n, Google 



1 HERE is nrange nnuick in the ntm'ng wiod. 
When loVra th' autumoal eve, and all alone 
To the dark wood's cold covert thou an gone, 
Whose ancient trees on the rough slope reclin'd 
Rock, and at times scatter their tresses sear. 
If in such shades, beneath their murmuring, 
Thou late hast pass'd the happier hours of spring. 
With sadness thou wilt mark the fading year. 
Chiefly if one, with whom such sweets at mom 
Or eve thou'st shar'd, to distant scenes shall Stray. 
O spring, return! return, auspicious May! 
But sad will be thy coming, and forlorn. 
If ibe return not with thy cheering ray. 
Who from th^ shades is gone, gone far away. 



SONNET XXI. 



VV HOSE was that gende voice, that vfaisperiog sweet, 
Promis'd methought long days of Uiss sincere? 
Soothing it stole on my deluded ear. 
Most like soft omsick, diat might somedntes cheat 
Thoughts dark and drooping! Twas the voice of Hope, 
Of lore, and social scenes, it seem'd to ^>eflk. 
Of truth, of iiieadship, of afieftion meek; 
That, oh! poor fiiend, might to life's downward slope 
Lead us in peitce, and bless our latest hours. 
Ah me! the prospeA saddeo'd as she sung; 
Loud on my staitl'd ear the death-bell nmg| 
Chill darkness wrapt the pleasurable bow'rsi 
Whilst Horror, pointing to yon breathless clay, '' 

" No peace be thine," exckini'd, " away^ away!" 
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SONNET XXM. 



iVs o'er these hills I take my silent ronndst 
Still OD that vision which is Sowa 1 dwell! 
On images I lov'd, (alas, how well!) 
Now past, and but remember'd like sweet sounds 
Of yesterday! yet in my breast 1 keep 
Soch recollefiioos, paie£d thoggh they seem, 
And houn of joy retracct till from my dream 
I wake, and find them not: then I could weep 
To think that Time so aooa each sweet devours ; 
To think so soon life's first endearments fiul, 
And we are still misled by Hope's smooth tale! 
Who, like a flatterer, when the happiest houn 
Are past, and most we wish her cheering Iay> 
VTillfly. as Pithless and ai fleet as theyl 
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SONNET XXni. 



NETLEY ABBEY. 



r ALL'N pile! I ask not what has been thy fate; 
But when the weak winds, wafted from ,the maia, 
Through each rent arch, like spirits that craiplaln, 

Come hollow to my ear, I meditate 

On this world's pas»ng pageant, and the lot 
Of those who once fill] proudly in their prime, 
And beauteous might have stood, till bow'd by time 

Or injury, thrir eariy boast forgot, 

They nay have fallen like thee: Pale and forlorn, 
Thnr brow, besprent with thin hairs, white as snow. 

They lift, m^estick yet; as they would scom 
This sfaon-liv'd scene of vanity and woe; 

Whilst on their sad looks smilingly they bear 

The trace of creeping age, and the dim hue of cue! 



SONNET XXIV. 



OHARKONy! thoa tenderesc unne cf paid, 
If tluu thy DOte's sweet nufj^ e'er can heal 
Griefs which the patient spirit oft may feel, 
Ob! let rae listen to thy songs again, 

1111 Memory her fiiirest tints shall bring, 
Hope wake with brighter eye, and list'ning seem 
With smiles to think, on some delightfiil dream, 
Thjit wav'd o'ec the chano'daense its gladwcne wing: 
For when thou leadeat all thy soothing gtraiat 
More smooth along, the nlent passioos meet 
In one suspeoded transport, sad and iweet. 

And nooght but sonrow'i softest tooch remain^ 
That, when the truintory chaim is o'er, 
Just walus a tear, and then is felt no mcR«. 
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SONNET XXV. 



riOW shall I meet thee, I 
Hy heait with gladness, when thy pleasant dde 
First ciitic, and od each coomb's romantick side 

Was heard the distant cuckoo's hollow bill? 

Fresh flowers shall fringe the wild brink of the stream. 
As with the songs of joyance and of hope 
The hedge-rows shall ring loud, and on the slope 

The poplars sparkle m the transient beam; 

The shrubs and laurels whidi I Icnr'd to tend, 
Thinking their Hay-tide fiogrance mi|^ delight 

With many a p«aceibl channi dKC, my best fnend, 
Shall pu forth their green shoot, and cbcor the ^ghtl 

But I shaU mark their hues whh sick'ning eycsi 

And weep for her who in tbe cold gtaie lies! 



SONNET XXVI. 



rlow blest with thee the path could I have trad 
Of quiet life, abore o)ld want's bud &te, 
(And Lttle wishing more} nor of the great 
Eovious, or their proud name! but it pleas'd God 
To take tfa«e to lot mercy: thou didst go 
In youth and beautyi go to thy death-bed; 
Ev'n whilst on dreams of bliss we fondly ied. 

Of years to come of comfort! Beit so. 

Eie this I have felt sorrow ; and ev'n now 

(Tho' sometimes the unbidden thought must itart: 
And half unman the miserable heart] 
The c<dd dew I shall wipe from my sad brow. 
And saTi unce hopes of bliss on earth are vain, 
" Bestftisad, Jewell, till we do men again 1" 
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REVISITING OXFORD. 



1 Nenr liear the xnuid of thy glad belli, 
Oxford! and chime barmonious, but I say, 
(SighiDg to think how time has woni away) 

" Some spirit speaks in the sweet tone that swellsi 
" Heard after years of absence, &om the rale 
" Where Cbfrweli winds." Most tme it speaks the tale 

Of days departed, and its voice recalls 
Hours of delight and hope in the gay tide- 
Of life, and many fHends now scatier'd wide 

By many &tes. — Peace be within thy walls! 

1 have scarce heart to visit thee; but yet. 
Denied the joys sought in thy shades, — denied 
Each better hope, since my poor ••••*• died. 

What I have owed to thee, my heart can ne'er fbigetl 
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AT MALVERN, 
]nLT II, 1793. 



1 Shall behold hr off thy tow'ring crest, 

Proud Mountain ! from thy hdghts as slow I stray 
Down through the distant vale my homeward way, 
I shall behold, upon thy rqgged breast. 
The par^g sun sit smiling ; me the while, 
Escap'd the croud, thoughts full of heaTioess 
May visit, as life's bitter losses press 
'Hard on my bosom : but I shall " beguile 
" The thing I ara," and think, that ev'n as thou 
Dost lift in the pale beam thy forehead high. 
Proud Mountain ! (whilst the scattered Tapours fly 
Dnheeded round thy breast) so, with calm brow. 
The shades of sorrow I may meet,' and wear r 

The smile unchaog'd of peace, though prest by care 1 
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THE DEATH 
REV. WILUAM BENWELL. 



Jl HOU earnest with kind looktf i^en od the bnok 
Almost of death I itrore, and widi mild voice 
Didst SDodK me, tndding my poor heart rejoin, 
Though smitten sore : Oh, I did little think 
That thou, my friend, wouldst the first viAim h\l 
To the ftcni King of Tenors ! thou didst fly. 

By pity prompted, at the poor man's cry; 
And soon thyself wert stretch'd beneath die pall^ 
lirid lofefiion's prey. The deep disovss 
Of her, who best thy inmost bosom knew. 
To whom thy &ith was Tow'd, thy soul was tme. 
What pow'rs of &]t'rnig langiiage ihali express? 
As friendship bids, I feebly breathe my own. 
And sorrowing say, " Pore spirit, thou art gone!" 
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REVIEWING THE FOREGOING. 
iiPT. «ic, 1797. 



I Turn these leares with thronging thoughts, and sayi 
" Alu! how many fnends of youth are dead, 
" How many visions of fair hope have fled, 
" Since first, my Muse, we met:" — So speeds away 

Life, and its shadows; yet we sit and sing, 
Stretch'd ic the noontide bow'r, as if the day 
Declin'd not, and we yet inight trill our lay 

Beneath the pleasant morning's purple wing 
That fans us, while aloft the gay clouds shinel 
Oh, ere the coming of the long cold night, 
Religion, may we bless thy purer light. 
That still shall wann us, when die tints decline 
O'er earth's dim hemisphere, and sad we gize 
On the vain visions of our passing days ! 
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HOTWELLS, BRISTOL, JULY 1789. 



1 HE monuDg wakea in shadowy mantle grey. 

The darksome woods their glimiiKriDg skiitj unfold. 
Prone from the cliff the falcon wheels her way, 
And loDg and loud the bell's slow chime is toll'd. 

The redd'oing light gains last upon the skjcs. 
And far away the glist'ning vapoun sail, 

Down the rough steep th' accostom'd hedge r hies, 
And the stream winds in brightness thro' the vale ! 

How beauteous the pale rocks abore the shore 
Uplift their bleak and furrow'd aapefl high ; 

How proudly desokte their foreheads hoar. 
That meet the earliest sunbeam of ihe sky ! 
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Bound to yon dtuky nurt,* whfa pennants {py, 
The tall bark, on the winding water's linei 

Between the riven clifis plies her hard way. 
And peering on the sight the white sails shine. 

Alas! for those by drooping sickness worn. 
Who now come forth to meet the cheering ray; 

And feel the fragrance of the tepid mom 
Round their torn breast and throbtnog temples playl 

Perhaps they muse with a desponding sigh 
On the cold vault that shall their bones inum; 

Whilst every breeze seems, as it whispers by, 
To breathe of comfort never to return. 

Yet ofi, as sadly-thronging dreams arise, 
Awhile forgetfiil of their pain tbey gaze, 

A oan^ent lustre lights their faded eyes. 
And o'er their cheek the tender heflick strays. 

The purple mom that paints with sidelong gleam 
The cliff's tall crest, the waving woods that ring 

With charm of birds rejoicing in the beam, 
Touch soft the wakeful nerve's according string. 
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Tbeo a sad Meditation's silent hour 
A thousand wiihes steal opon the heart; 

As(f( vhiln they meekly bend to HeaT*n's high pow'r. 
Ah! think 'tit hard, 'tis surely hard to part — 

To put from every hope that brought delight, 
Fromthose that lov'd them, those they lor'd so much! 

Tim Fanqr swells the pifhire on the sight. 
And aoAens erery scene at every touch. 

Sweet as the mellow'd woods beneath the moon, 
Rememb'rance lends her soft unitlag shades; 

Ssne natural tears she dropt, hut luipei them scon i — 
The world retires, and its dim prosper &des! 

Airs of delight, that soothe the aching sense; 

Waters of health, that through yoD caverns glide; 
kiodly yet your healing powers dispense. 

And bring back feeble life's exhausted tide! 

Perhaps to these grey rocks and mazy springs 
Some heart may come, warm'd with the purest fire; 

For whom bright Fancy plumes her radiant wings. 
And warbUng Muses wake the lonely lyte. 
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Some orphan Maidi deceiT'd in early youth, 
Pale o'cT yon ipriog may hang in mute distress; 

Who dreamt of faith, of happinesst aitd tnitbi 
Of love— that Virtue would prowft and blcaa. 

Some muabg Youth in sileoce there may bend) 
Undmely stricken by sharp sorrow's dart; 

For friendship fbrm'd, yet left without a fricDd, 
And bearing sdll the arrow at his heart. 

Such was lamented Russell's hapless doom. 
The gay companion of my stripling prime; 

Ev'n 90 he sunk unwept into the tomb) 
And o'er Im bead clos'd the dark gulph of time. 

Hither he came,* a wan and weary guest, 
A softening balm for many a wound to crave; 

And woo'd the sunshine to bit aching breast. 
Which now secmt smiling on his rerdaitt grave ! 



« -nie P^. Ttomai MuiiU, FeUow of Hew C(il1<«c, CttOoii, AMm li 
Hme bvenloia FociDh dM U the Uotwdta 1188, ta Ibe tiMB[}i*Mi 
ycu cf Ui age. 
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He heard the wfanp'riog vinds that now I bear, 
As, boding much, aloDg these hilli he pasa'd) 

Yet, ahl how tntramftir did they meet hia ear 
Oq that ud mom he heard them for the lait! 

So sinks the scene, like a depaned dream, 
Since iate we sojouni'd btydie in Wtreham's bow'rs," 

Or heard the_ merry bells by Isis' stream. 
And thought oar way was strew'd with fairy flow'rsi 

Of those with whom we pky'd upon the lawn 
Of early life, in the fresh morning play'd; 

Alaa! how many, «nce that vernal dawn, 
Like thee, poor Rvssell, Id the ground are laid. 

Joyous awhile they wander'd haod in hand, 
By fiieodship led along the spring-tide plain! 

How oft did Fancy wake her transports bland. 
And on the lids the glist'ning tear detain! 

I yet suryive, now musing other song. 
Than that which early pleas'd my vacant years; 

Thinking how days and hours have pass'd along, 
Mark'd by much pleasure some, and some by tears! 

• Winchotet Colleje. 
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Thankful, that to these Terdaot scenes I owe 
That he* whom late I >a.w all drooping paJe, 

Rais'd from the couch of sicknAs and of woe. 
Now lives with me their mantling views to hail. 

Thankfiil, that still the landscape beaming bright. 
Of pendant mountain, or of woodland grey. 

Can wake the wonted sense of pure delight, 
And charm awhile my solitary way. 

Enough : — ^Through the high hear'n the proud sun rides. 
My wand'ring steps thrir silent path ptmue 

Back to the croudcd world where fortune giudes: 
Clifton, to thy white rocks and woods adieul 
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THE DEATH 



HENRY HEADLEY, 
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HENRY HEADUT. 



1 O erery gentle Miue in Tain alliedi 

In youth's fidl eariy morning Hbadlit died) 

Ah! Itmg hul nckiKss left her pining tracC) 

Kueful uid wan, on eadi deoyiog grsce ; 

Dotimely aorrow touch'd His thoughtiul mien 1 

Despair. upcm hb hnguid Btnile wu Kcn! 

Yet ResigoalioDt mosiDg cm the grarc, 

(When now bo hope could cheer, 'no pity utc) 

And Virtne, that scarce felt its fiue merci 

And pale ASe£6oii, dropping wA a tear 

For firiends bdov'd, from whom the loon mutt part, 

Breath'd a lad wlace on hit aching heart. 

Nor ceas'd fae yet to stray, where, winding wild* 

The Muse's path his dnM^ng steps beguU'd, 
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InKDt to rescue some negleded rhyme, 
LoDC-blooming, from the moprofiil waste of time; 
And cull each scatter'd sweet, that seem'd to smile 
Ijke flow'rs upon some longAnakcD pik.* 

Far Orom the murmuring crowdi unseeiii he sought 
Each charm congenial to his sadden'd thought. 
When the grey nwrn illum'd the mountain's side, 
To hear the sweet Inrds' earliest song he hied; 
When meekest ere m the fM't diMMit heU 
Litteo*d, asd bsdf the woods and Yilf t £ir«wellf 
Musing in tx^fiti vmii he oft was wea 
The last that ItDger'd o'er ibe &^ng greaa. 

The waving wanli high o'er the (liff icohn'd, 
The murm'ring v»m4ili, the winter's ynadf 
His tempf r's b^mUing texWe seem'd to suit, 
IJke airs of tadneis the mponuvc lute. 

Yet tleciD not hmoe thcMoal qtirit deadf 
Though from the world'a hard gute hii fcelii^ fled. 
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Firm vu his iHendshipt and his faith ancere, 
And wann as Pity's bis unheeded tear, 
T1»t wept the nithless deed, the poor man's htt. 
By ibnune'i norma left cold and desolate. 

Farewell! — ^yet be this hundile tribute paid 
To aB thy nrtues, from that locial thide* 

Where once we sqoum'd. 1, alas! remain 

To mourn the boun of youth (yet monm in vain) 

That fled neglefled. Wisely thou hast trod 

The better path; and that Kgh Meed, which God 
Ordun'd for Virtae, tow'ring from the dust. 
Shall bleu thy laboorst aiwrit! pure and just. 

• TIUtT Csnegc, Oifcsd. 
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VERSES 



Ufi. HOWARD* 
DESCRIPTION OF PRISONS, &c. 



THI REV. J. WARTON, 
HISTBB fIV WlHCaesTSK SCBOOI 
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MR. HOWARD'S 
ACCOUNT OF tAZAKETtOS, 



Mortal! wiw^anii'<iwiifciMiyf( 

The path of good ii|^ oncsrd tot pursued; 
May He, to whoM eternal throne on lugk 
The su&rers of die eardi vrMi. angpisb cry. 
Be thy proceftcnl Ontlnt drcar^ nttd 
That leads thee patient to the last abode 
Of wretchedoeis^ in peril imi ia paiii> 
Hay He thy steps direft, diy brixS mtnill 
('Hid scena, vIkm podknce in daikM»'ttc*[ 
In cavcnU) wken dderted HiKry lira)) 
So safe banUh hiisfawlovdwuaay'Hl go, 
To cheer the diBtiii wMm «C hnhar «ot. 
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Oh, ChikittI our helplcu natore'i pride, 
Tbou 6iend to htm who knows do friend beside, 
If there in monuDg'a breath, or die sweet gale 
That Mcab o'er the lit'd pilgriBi of ' tbe vale, 
Cbeermg with fragrance freth hit weary fi-aroe, 
Anght like the isoente of tiiy holy flame? 
Is auc^t in all the beandes that adorn 
The aznre heaT'o, n purple lights of nunn J 
Is aught so &ir in ercaiBg'rling'Ting gleam, 
As from thine eye the meek and pensive beam 
lliat fall« like saddest moftnKgbt on the hill 
And distant gn>M^ i^eitlie wide world is Kill? 
Hiioe are the ample views, tku tmcanfin'd 
Stretch to the stmott waUcs of haman kind; 
Tliine is the spirit, that will) widest plan 
Brother to bnther binds, and nun to man. 

But iriio for dHc, OCiiAaiTTl will bear 
Hardship, and oopc wilfa peril and with care^. . 
Who, fiif thy sake, wiU ncial tweets fbregp 
For (cene* f£ sickness, and the nghta of woef 
Who, fta thyofce, will sedc the prison's fijocan. 
Where ghasdy OaitiayloTCt her iing'iioet doom; 
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Where PcDitence onpfty'daitt, and ptit. 
That iWTeT told to hwDan em her tale^ 
Where Agoayi half&intsli'd, cfies in vnn; 
Where dark Dopoadeoce anmnari o'er her chain { 
Where rank IHsease is wait«d to the brae, 
And lioUow-ey'd Deqiair fatgea to grou? 

Approring Mercy marks tbe rtat design. 
And proodly cries—*' Howard, the tuk be tUnel" 

Already 'nud tbe dxriaome vatdti profound, 
The caves, hid &hi>nu deep beneath the grouikd. 
Consoling hath thy tender look appear'di 
In horror'a reahn the voice of peace i* heard! 

Be the tad scene ditdoa'd ;-~fearleBt nnibkl 
Tbe grating door — the lonKnt cell beholdl 
Thought shrink* from the dread sight} the paly bcmt 
fianu fiunt amid A' infeAioaa Tapoon damp; 
Beneath iti light fnll many a hrid mien, 
And haggard eye-ball, dirmig^ the dnak are seen. 
In thought I aee thee, at cadi hcdlow aaaadt 
VnOi humid Ikb ofi ai 
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But oh! for him. iriM^ to yw mdt Gonfin'd, 
Hu Ind a long brewdl to hmmii kind; 
Hit wasted fona, hn coU and hiood l f u t dteck, 
A uk of adder lorrvw lecM tt ipodt— 
Of fiiendi) po^apanowmcq^d wilfatbedaid; 
Of hope, that, like a ^iddcM iaxutti, Itcd 
In tb' utmott hour of need; or of a son 
Cast to the bleak wortd^ merer; er of t»e 
Whose heart mi tnokeB, «ben the nan bdien 
Tore him from pale aficAion's bleeding breast. 
Detpairing, frora bii oold mA Uaef bed, 
Widi fioiful mvtt'riag he lath nit'd hit bead: 
" What pitying tpirit, what UBWonRd guest, 
" Strays to thii last retreat, thcK ihadei nnUcst? 
" From life and Ught shut out, beneath this cell 
" LoDg haie I bid the chMiing ton &rewell. 
" I heard for ever clesM the jea&na door, 
" I nmk'd wj bed cm the fessake* floor, 
" I had no hope ob mdii no bn'wqrt £ticwl: 
** Let me nnpity'd to the dust doocod!" 
Cold is fab ftoien hmin--hw e^e is rearM 
To Heav'n aonaore— and «i bi> lafak besid 
TheteaihasccaMtoM. Thoo EanstOtt brii^ 
Back to his mouinfiil heart the mom of spring — 
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Thou canst not bid the roM tt heaUi natw 

Upon bis waited cheek her ctiottm hoci 

But at ^7 loc^ (ere yet to hite Toiga'd, 

He muimurs hb latt conei on maduBd) 

At thy luDd look one tender thought ihall me, ■ 

And his full tool shall thmk tbee eit he 4ical 

ye, who list ta Fleuure's vacant sci^. 
As in her silken train ye iropp aJongt 
Who, like rank cowardsr.lroio affiifttOQ &y. 
Or, whilit the precious houra of life pass by, 

IJe tlumb'rios in the sun: -Awake, atise— — 

To these inatrudire [nAares turn your eyes. 

The awfid view with other feeling scan. 

And learn bom. HowjIrd what man owes to man! 

These, Virtuel are thy triumphs, that adorn 
Fidiest our nature, and bespeak us born 
For loftier aftiou; not to gaze and run 
From clime to clime; or batteii in the sun. 
Dragging a drony flight from fiow'r to fiow'r. 
Like summer insefls in a gaudy hour; 
Nor yet o'er love-nck tales with &ncy range. 
And cry — " 'TV/ pitiful, 'lit pojtiag itrangef* 
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But oD lift'i vary'd vicwt to look araaad. 
And nne expiring aonow ftom the grvond: — 
And he— ii4io thu huh bocne hii part aastgn'd 
Id the nd fellowit^ of tauua Idod. 
Or fw a iWHiieat MOth'd liie biuer pan 
Of « poor fanither— hai not in'd in vainl 

But 'tit not dut Compusion ^ould bestow 
An onarailing tear oa want or woe: 
Lo! Eurer Order met bom thy plan, 



Tlut ComfcHrt cheen the dark abode of pain, 
Where wan DiaeaK oft ctyd for aid in vain ; 
That Heicy soothes the hard behest of law; 
That Ifiiery smiles upon her bed of straw; 
Utat the dark felons' iJan, no more, combiD'd, 
Hnnnur in muid'rous leagues agunst mankind; 
That to each cellt a mild yet moumfiil guest. 
Contrition cranes, and stills the beating breast, 
Wtulst long-lbrgotten tears of Tinae flow; 
Thou, genenms friend of all ! — to thee we owe! 
To Thee, that Pity sees her views expand 
To many a chcericn haop^ anddinaoilaadl,. 
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Whilst xrarm nulanthrapy extendi ber ny, 
Wide as the world) and general u the dayl 

How aid! I new thoie deedsi and think how Tain 
The triumphs of weak man — the fedie ftrain, 
That Flattery sings to Oonqnest's crimKm cari 
Amid the banaer'd host, and the proud tentt of warl 

From realm to ieaha the hideous War-fiend hiea 
Wide o'er the wasted earth— before him flics 
Mnght, on pinions fleeter than the wind; 
And Death and Desolation fast behind 
The havock of his ecbobg march pnmiei 
Meantime fus steps are bath'd in tbe warm dew 
Of bloodshed, and of tean^-^int his dread name 
Shall peridt— the loud clarion of hU hmt 
One day diall cease> and wrapt in hideous glooin, 
Forgeliiilness sit on hit sbapden tomb! 

But bear Tbon (earless on i— the God ^ aU, 
To whom d)' affliOed kneel, the fiiendleas call. 
From his high throne of mercy shall i^tprora 
The holy deeds of Heny and of Lot<: 
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> For when the vxaAa^ tile's briet d«y 
Oblivion's burryiDg wing dbaH nreep >way. 
Each aA by Charity and Mercy done, 
Hi^ o'er du wreeki of tune, dull lire aloae 
Inimonal a» the boynt, and bc a atewa blown 
To other worlds, and reahaa beyond die tonb. 
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oPIRIT of Deadil whose outstretch'd peDnons dread 

Wave o'er the world beneath their shadow spreidi 

Who darkly specdest on thy deitio'd way, 

'Mid shrieks, and cries, and sounds of dire dismay; 

Spirit! behold thy viftory— assume 

A form ihore leriible, an arapler plume; 

For He, who wander'd o'er the world alonei 

List'ning to misery's universal mo^; 

He, who, sustain'd by Virtue's arm sublime. 

Tended the sick and poor From clime to clime. 

Low in the dust is laid — thy noblest spoil! 

And Mercy ceases fiom her awfiil toil ! 
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'Twas where the pestilence at thy comnusd 
Arose to desolate the sick'ntag Lmd, 
When many a. mingl'd cry and dying pray'r 
Resoondcd to the Lst'niDg midnigjit air. 
When deep dismay heard not the fiequent knell. 
And the wan carcase fester'd as it tell: 
Twas there, with holy Virtue's awfiil mien. 
Amid the sad sights of that fearful scene. 
Cairn he was found : the dews of death he dry'd; 
He spoke of comfort to the poor that cry'd; 
He watch'd the ^ding eye, the flagging hreath, 
Ere yet the languid sense was lost in death; 
And, with that look proteSing angels wear, 
Hung o'er the dismal couch of pale despiui! 

Friend of maDkind! thy righteous task is o'er; 
The heart, that throbb'd with foty, beats no more. 

Around the limits of tlus rolling sphere, 
Where'er the just and good thy tale shall hear, 
A tear shall M: alone, amidst the gloom 
Of the still dungeon, his long sorrow's tomb. 
The captive, mooming o'er his chain, shall bend 
To think the cold earth holds his only friend!— 
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He who with laboor draws his wasting brcUh 
On the forsaken ^ent bed of death, 
Rememb'ring thy last look and anxious eye, 
SliaU gaze aronnd, uDfisitedt and die! 

Friend of mankind, brewell!— these tears we 
So nature dictates, o'er thy earthly bed; 
Yet we forget not, it was hit high will. 
Who saw thee virtue's arduous task itdfil, 
Thy spirit front its toil at last shodd rest: — . 
So mils thy God, and what He wills is bestl 



ThoQ hast encouuter'd dark disease's traint 
Thou hast coavers'd with poverty and pain. 
Thou hast beheld the dreanest foims of woe. 
That through this tnoumfiil vsle unfrieDded go; 
And pale with sympathy hast paus'd to hear 
The saddest plaints e'er told to human ear. 
Go then, the task ftJfill'd, the trial o'er. 
Where sickness, want, and pain, are known no n 

How awfiil did thy lonely track appear, 
Eolight'oing misery's benighted sphere! 
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As when an angel all-serene goes forth 
To still the raging tempest of the Northi 
Th' erabattl'd clouds that hid the strug^g day 
Slow from his hex retire, io dark arrayi 
On the black waves, like promontories hung, 
A light, as of the orient morn, is flung, 
Tiil blue and level heaves the ulent briDCi 
And the new-tighted rocks at distance shine : 
E'en so didst thou go forth with cheering eye — . 
Before thy. look the shades of misery fly; 
So (Udst thou hush the tfmpest, stilliog wide 
Of human woe the loud-Iamenting ude. 

Nor shall the spirit of those deeds expire. 
As fades the feeble spark of vital fire. 
But beam abroad, and cheer with lustre mild 
Htunanity's remotest prospefls wild, 
'Till this frail orb shall from its sphere be hurl'd, 
'Till final ruin hush the murmuring world. 
And all its sorrows, at the awfid blast 
Of the Archangel's trump, be but as shadows past! 

Relentless Time, that steals with silent tread. 
Shall tear away the trophies of the dead ; 
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Fame, on the pyramid's aspiring top, 
With sighs shall her recording trumpet drop; 
The feeble charaaers of Glory's hand 
Shall perish, like the tracks upon the sand; 
But not with these exjrire the sacred flame 
Of rimie, or the good man's awfU name. 

Howard! it matters not, that far away 
From Albicm's peacefil shore thy bones decay. 
Him it might please, by whose austaining hand 
Thy steps were led through many a distant land. 
Thy long and last abode should there {w fbundi 
Where many a savage natton prowls around; 
That Virtue from the hailow'd spot might rise, 
And pointing to the finish'd sacrifice, 
Teach to the roving Tartar's savage data 
Lessons of love, and higher aims of man. 
The hoary ehiefdan, who thy tale shall hear. 
Pale oa thy grave shall drop bis feult'ring spear; 
The cold, unpitying Cossack thirst no more 
To bathe his burning faulchion deep in gore, 
Relratless to the cry of carnage speed. 
Or urge o'er gasping heaps his pannog steed ! 
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Nor yaio the thought that fairer hence may rise 
New news of Uk, and wider chanties. 
Far from the bleak Riphcao mouotaiDS hoar, 
From the cold Doo, and Wolga's wand'ring shore. 
From nuny a shady forest's leDgtheoing tnd. 
From many a dark-descending cataiaft, 
Succeeding tribes shall come, and o'er the place, 
Where sleeps the geoeral friend of human race, 
Instrad dieir cUldrea what a debt they owe. 
Speak of the man who trod the paths of woe; 
Then US them to their native woods depart) 
With new-born nnue aching at their heart. 

When Q'tx the sounding Euxine's stormy ddes 
In hostile pomp the Turk's proud oavy rides. 
Bent on the frontiers of th' Imperiid Csar, 
To poor the tempest of riodifkive war; 
If onward to UH>se shores they faaply atecr 
Where, Howaks, thy oAd dust i^xises sear. 
Whilst o'er the wave the alkeo pennmtt stream, 
And seen far off the goldm crescents gleam. 
Amid the pomp of war, the swellifig breast 
Shall feel a atUl unwoated &we knpress'd, 
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And the relrailDg Rtgan turn aude 

To thick — on yonder shore the Chrhttan died! 

But thou) O BritoDf doom'd peHiaps to roun 
ha eiiile nuny a year and far from homei 
If e^er fortune thy lone footsteps leads 
To the wild Nieper'i banks, and whisp'ring reeds. 
O'er Howard's Grave thou shalt impasnon'd bend. 
As if to hold sad conTerse with a friend. 
Whate'er thy &te upon this various scene. 
Where'er thy weary pilgrimage has been, 
There shalt thou pauie; and shuttiiig from thy heart 
Some vain regrets tl^at oft unlndden start. 
Think npoD him to every lot resign'd. 
Who wept, who toil'd, who perish'd for mankind. 

For me, who musing, Howard, on thy iMe, 
These peastve strains at eveoing meditate, 
I thank thee for the lessons thou hast taught 
To mend my heart, or animate my thought. 
I thank thee, Howard, for that awful view 
Of life which thou hast drawn, most sad, most tme. 
ThoQ art no more! and the frail fading bloom 
Of this poor oflfining dies upon thy ton^: 
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Beyond the transient sound of earthly pruse, 
Thy virtues live, perhaps, in seraph's lays! 
I, borne in thought to the wild Nieper's wave. 
Sigh to the reeds that whisper o'er thy grave. 
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SHAKESPEARE, 



O SoKiaga Master, who with lonely state 
Dost mle as in some isle's inchanted land, 

On whom soft airs and shadowy spirits wait. 
Whilst scenes of faerie hloom at thy command! 

On thy wild shores foTgetRil could I lie. 

And list, 'till eaith dissolv'd, to thy sweet minstrelsy! 

Call'd by thy magick from the hoary deep. 
Aerial forms should in bright troops ascend. 

And then a wond'rous mask before me sweep j 
Whilst sounds, that the earth omr^d not, ittmtoHend 

Their stealing melodies, that when the strain 

Ceas'd, I should "weep, anJ •umdd io dream again! 
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74 OH EHAKERFBABE. 

The song la ceu'cL* Ah! who, pale shade! Ait thou, 
Saxl-ranDg to the rude Umpeatuous nightJ 

Sure thou hast had much wrong, so stern thy brow [ 
So piteous thou dost tear thy tresses white; 

So wildly thou doM cry, " BIo^, hitler •aiiaJ, 

" Te denuntt, I call not tou unkind."* 

Beneath the shade of nodding braoches grey, 
'Mid rude romantick woods, and glens fbrloro. 

The merry hunters wear the hem's away; 
Rings the deep forest to the joyous horn! 

Joyous to all, but bim,t ^^^ ^uh sad look 

Hangs idly musing by the brawling brook. 

But mark the merry elws of feiry land ! X 
To the high moon's gleamy glance. 
They with shadowy morrice dance: 
Soft niusick dies along the desert sand: 
Soon at peep of cold-ey'd day, 
Soon the numerous lights decay; 
Merrily, nowmetrily, 
After the dewy moon they fly. 

• Lot, f JiMtnci : Jb Vn lUi It. ] Midmmmtr iritb'i Bnam. 
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The chinn it woimd: I tee an aged fonn. 
In white robetj on die windiag sea-thore sOikI; 
O'ei the careering surge he wares his wand; 

Kirk! OD the bleak rock bursts the swelling storm. 

Now iron) bright op'iuDg douda I hear a lay, 

Ctm to these yelhvi smdi, fair itmnger,* come awaj. 

Saw ye pass by the wSrd sisters pale ? J 
Mark'd yc the low'ring castle on the heath? 
Hark! hark! is the deed done? the deed of death! 

The deed is done : — hail, king of Scotland, haill 
I see DO more, — to many a fearfid sound' 
The bloody cauldron sinlu, and all is dark around. 

Pity! touch the trembling strings, 

A maid, a beauteous maniack, wildly sings: 
** They laid him in the ground so coldif 

" Upon his breast the earth b thrown ; 
** High b heap'd the grassy mould, 

" Oil he ii dead and gone. 
** The viods of the winter blow o'er his cold breast, 

" But pleasant shall be his rest." 

* Vtriitaai-.ttTbcTa^ii. \ inUMbeib. ] OphelU; Oinibr. 
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O soTcreigD Master! at whose sole command 
We start with terror, or with pity weep; 

O ! where is now thy all-creating wand } 
Bury'd tea thousasd fathoms in the deep. 

The staff is broke, the powerfil spell is fled. 

And Derer earthly gneK shall in thy circle tread. 
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[auKlitoryaftheFE 



1 Climb the highest cliff: I hear the sound 
Of dashing wa.Tes; 1 gaze intent around: 
1 nurk the sun that orient lifts his bead! 
I mark the sea's lone rule beneaUi him spread: 
But not a speck can my iong-straining eye, 
A shadow, o'er the tossing waste descry, 
That I might weep tears of delight, and say, 
** It is the bark that bore my child away!" 

Thou sun, that beamest bright) beneath whose eye 
The worlds unknown, and out-streteh'd waters, lie, 
Dost thou behold him now? On some rude shore, 
Around whose crags the cheerless billows roar, 
Watching th' unweary'd sages doth he sand. 
And think upon his bcher') distant land i 
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Or baa his heait forgot) so far away. 

These nUire scenes, these rocks, and torrents grey. 

The tall bananas whispering to the breeze. 

The shores, the aound of these encircling seas. 

Heard from his infant days, and the pil'd heap 

Of holy stones, where his fore&tbers sleeps 

Ah, me! 'till sank by sorrow, I shall dwell 
With them fbrgetfid in the narrow cell. 
Never shall time from niy fond heait efface 
His image : oft his shadow I shall trace 
Upon the glimmenng waters, t^n on high 
The white moon wanders tfaroagfa the doodkss sky. 
Oft in my silent cave (when to its fire 
From the night's nuhing tempest we retire) 
I shaU behold his form, hia aspeA bland; 
I shall retrace hit footsteps in the sand] 
And, when the hollow-ioanding lOFges swell. 
Still thmk I listen to his echoing shell. 

Would I had perish'd ere that hapless day, 
When the tall vttxl, in its trim array. 
First msh'd upon the founding surge, and bore 
My age's comfort &om the sheltering shore! 
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I taw !t spreaji its white wings to the wind — 
Too soon it left these hillt and woods behind- 
Gazing its coune I fbllow'd till mine eye 
No longer could its distmt track detcry; 
Till on the confines of the billows hoar 
Awhile it hung, and then waa •eco no more; 
And only the blue hollow heav'n I spy'd, 
And the long watte of water* totting wide. 

More moumfiil than each fiJIing snrge I heard. 
Then diopt the st^wt tear upon my beard. 
Methought the wild waves said, amidst thdx roar 
At midnight, " Thou ihalt tee thy ton no more!" 

Now thrice twelve moons through the mid heaT'ns 
(lare roll'd. 
And many a dawn, and slow night) have I told; 
And still, as every wcaiy day goes by, 
A knot recording on my line I tie; 
But never more, emerging from the main, 
I see the stranger's bark ap[xi>ach again. 
Hu the fell storm o'erwhelm'd him? Has itt sweep 
fiury'd the bounding vessel in the deep i 
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1$ he cast bleeding on some desert plain? 

Upon his father did he call in vain! 

Have pitilets and bloody tribej defil'd 

Hie cold limbs of roy bnn, my beauteous child ! 

OhI I ihall Dcrer, never twar his voice; 
The spring-dme ihall retnrn, the isles rejiHce; 
But hint and weary I shall meet the monit 
And 'nud the cheering suDshioe droop forlorn! 

The ioyona conch tooods in the high wood tow). 
O'er all the beadi now stream the busy croud; 
Fresh breezes stir the waving plantain grove j 
The fisher carols in the winding cove; 
And light canoes along the lucid tide 
With painted shells and sparkling paddles glide. 
I linger on the desert rock alone. 
Heartless, and cry for thee, my Sod, my S«ol 
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SOUTHAMPTON. 



OMOOTH went oor boat npoo the n 
Leaving (For so it seem'd) the world behind. 
Its sounds of imngl'd uproar: we, reclia'd 

Upon the numy deck, heard but the breeze 

That o'er us whispeiiiig pass'df or idly play'd 

With the Ihhe flag aloft.— A woodland scene 
On chher nde drew iu slope lioe trf' green, 

And himg the water's ihming edge with shade. 

Above &e woods, Netley! thy rains pale 
Peer'd, as we pass'd; and Vecta's* aznre bae 
Beyond the misty castlef met the view; 

Vhere in mid channel hung the scarce-seen sail. 
So all waa calm and snnshine as we went 
Cheerily o'er the twiny element. 

• Ue at WliM. t KchhM Cuttc. 
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OhI were tfaii little boat to m the worid, 
Aa thni we wanda'd hr from sounds of an. 
Circled with fiiendi uid gentle maidens (air, 

Whibt morniog ain the wning penout cuil'd; 

How sweet were life's long Toyage, till in peace 

We gain'd that havea iliU, wbere all things ceaie! 
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VERSES 



BEKEVOLENT INSTITUTTON 



THE PHILANTHROPIC SOCIETY, 



PROTECTING AND EDUCATING 



CiaLDR£N OF VACKANTS AND CRIMINALS. 
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ASVUTISSMBNT. 

Tbt pHILlHTHKOriC SOCIBTT VMU iMiHtuUJ iu 
Sept. 1788, WOK rvc ntsmtrioM of cmimu, 
bj ftdtiag out, and training Mp ta virtM and 
indtulrj, Ibt CInUrtn ^th» tmit al^til awd 
crimnal amang tit vagrairt aad prqfiigaU 
Poor; by these meant more iffefluaUj to aUc' 
^ viate human nuitry, and to »ppaie the fr^mr 
^vice. 



in, Google 



in, Google 



VERSES 



HIS GRACE THE DUKE OT LEEDS, 
ADD OniER nUMOTIM (» 

THE PHILANTHROPIC SOCIETY". 



VV HEN WoDt, with wasted mien *nd haggard eye, 
Retires in nlence to her cell to die; 
When o'er her child she hangs with speechless drod. 
Faint, and despuring of to-moirow't bread; 
Who ^all approach to bid the coaffift ceaWt 
And to her puiiDg s^rit whispCT peaeef 
Who thee, iwor Inkat, that with aspea bland 
Dost stretch Ibnh mnocent tby helpteu haad. 
Shall iHtyiBg then protedt when thos an duowa 
On the world's waste, nnfiieoded and alone ? 



in, Google 



H TULsea TO the- 

OhI hftpIcM tefinc^! if ai^t could nwre 
Ute harden bean to pity and to love. 
Twere sur^ fognd ia thee: dim puaiimi nuik - - 
Stem nunhood'a brow, where age inipresKa dndc ' 
The nealiiig hue <rf' torrow; but thine eye 
Wean not distrust) or gtie^ or per&iy: — - -i 

Tboagh fbrtiuie'i ttornu with dismal ihadow low'iy '- 
Hiy heart nor 6arsi nor feelsi the bitter thow'r; : - 
Thy tear is soon forgotten ; thou wilt weep. 
And then the muTrntiring winds will biuti thy ^eep, 
Ac 'twere with Kinie lad mnsick; — and diy sraUcs, - 
Unlike to those that mask oft ouel wikt, 
Fkad best thy speechless iunoceoce, and lend 
A charm might win the world to be thy fiicod! 

But thou art oft abaodou'd in thy tmilei, 
And eariy vice thy easy heart begnilei^ ' 
O fin some voice, tiat of the secret maze 
Where the.giim pamoiw huk, the winding way* 
That lead to sin, and nub, and deep lamoit, 
taif^t haply warm thcfii vhilit yet innocent, 
And beauteous as the qxiag-time o'er thehitli 
Advant^g, «hcn<«chyalagl!idit>iHicIi..fiUsl 
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Else lost and wand'ring-, tbe bsnlf^md ihiBd' ' 

No spot of rest ^aiii shdl enr flndr' ' 

Then the sweet smilM, dtat «rn encluuiliiig laid 

TbeiT Buspdi beattty od thy ]o6k, ihall &de : 

TbcD the bird's wuUed Nftg no nore ahall dieer 

With morning niutick thy dcfig^ited ear: 

Pell duraghti ud muttering pwuons shall awakei 

And the £ur rose the sidly'd cheek forsake! — 

As wben still Autnma's gradual ^oom it laid 
Far o'er the fading forest's sadden'd shade, 
A aKmraful gleam iihuninei the cold hill, 
Vet pilely wud'rsg o'er the distant riU; 
Bat when the hollow gust, dow riung, nTct, 
And high the pine on yon lane sonunit wavett 
Each milder chami, like pifinret of a dretnii 
Is peiish'd, mute the bird*, aad dari: the stream;* 
Scuds tbe drear dect vpoa the '«4iiriwiiid borne, 
And sconds die landscape clouded and ibrlom I— 

So fades, so perisbet, frail Virtne's hM:— 
Her last and lingering smile seems bat to rue, 
Like Autumn, every summer beauty ref^ 
'Till all is dark and to the winter left. 
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Yet Springt inth Ining tcMch, ihall puM agun 
The greenJesT'd fm», aad the pwplc pl>Bi ; 
With minglmg mdody die woodt shall ring, 
Tlie whisp'ring breeze its long-lost incnHc Sag; 
But, iDDOcencel when ooce thy tcoder Bower 
The sicUy taint has tmcb'd, where is that power 
That shall hriog back its tagrance, or restore 
The tints of lofelineni that shine no morci 

How then for theei who {nnest in life's 0oomi 
Abandon'd childl shall hope or wtne bloom? 
For thee, expos'd amid thi desert diear. 
Which no glad gales or Tcmal tanbcams cheer? 

"Hioiigh some diere are, who lift their head ttiibae. 
Nor heed the traniieBt stotnu of fate or time} 
Too oft, ahsl beneath tmftiradly skies. 
The tender Uonom dirinks its leaves, and diesi 

Oo, simple ^th thy fate, pursue thy way— 
Though thoo an poor, the worW around ia gay. 
Thon hast ■» bread, hot on thy acbii« sight 
**^ '•""T" P«i»». gKMf bright; 
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Id ^y cold car the aoog of ff!\'f'"^ iwell*) 
Whilst vacant lolly chima her tinklitig beUt: 
The carcles* croud proloog their hoUow glee. 
Nor one tekntjiig bosom Uuaks of dice. 

Will not the indignant ipirit then rdx)» 
And the daA tide of passion* feufiil aweU i 
Will not desiugbt, perbap:., m bitter need. 
Urge then thy temper to s^me direful deed? 
Pale Guilt shall call tbee to her ghartly band, 
Or Murder welcome thee with reeking hand! 
O wretched state, where oai best teelingi lie 
Deep sunk in sullen, hopelets apathy I 
Or wakeful cares, or gloomy terrors, start. 
And night and tuopest mipgl* on the bean! 

AH nunmful to the pensite sage's eye, 
The monuments of homaD glory lie— 
FaU'n palaces, cmsh'd by the rothless hasta 
Of time, and many an empire's silent waste, 
Where 'midst the Tale of loog^depaited years, 
The form of deaolawra dim xppean, 
PcHnting to the wild fdain with luina spread. 
The wrecks of age, and lecordi of the dead: 
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But where i ri gbliha ll thudd'iing^iiQw £nda,„ :, 

8adutbeniiiM.(if*beJtuaianjiitndi — 

AsMan, I)jluicaBAT Hakeh! raia'dsubliinp..-. ,^, 

The ardiuns hd^ where Vinue aa serene; — ^^ . _ ,, 

A> Man, the highionl of thii nether scene* . ,.. .^ 

So&lFit, soiott!. — fait noblest boast dcjtipy'di. . ,- 
IUb sweet affeflipmkft a piteous voidj , ,. 

Bntohi twenCKiJiiTY! wh»t fow^svere tbfj^l 
That met the lUt'o^ car, soft u the do^ ■ .„ „i' 
Of distant muK^ wben.tbehnm.^ dfy:.,. ..I .;..;: 
Is hnsh'd, and dyii^,gale& the. airs conTef! . .,^ 

" ^^c> hapJcH pipbw*> (nteek Compauioa ciy'd). 
"Where'er, BBib^ltier'dmitcastSt ye abide . 

*< The lutteTrdrmiK wi^d* the fiec^upg sky. ,.,. 

" Ti' appresiar'i leaurge, the froud man's amtumelji 
" CoBtf), .Mp^ Orf^ansJ ye whttnever^nw. > ^ • u) 
** A tear of kindnew shed on your cold ttnwf,. ; > 
« Wh»MT«C;S3«withJ0¥tln!.n]«fai9{tl^t„, ,', ...i^nv 
" Or Usp'd T«*w li««ie;»»y^r of*BWF atwrfiu : -,»,-» 
**■ Come, hapiess OrpfavM tuv, wtw)>arawh'»hmUipi'i«g 
** Soaring ftlpfiMa«ODWi eagle's, wing,, .„r 
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*• Shall ye Ibnakeii on die gromid bildH^ " " " "■ ' 
" Of bope, of virtm, and of peace l>ereft'! 
*' Far from die spring-dde gale, and joyous day, 
•* In tf>e deep caverns of Despair ye lay: ■ '' 

** SbC) irm-bearted mother, aever prest'd 
"• Yonr wasted forms with transport to her breaat; " 
" When none o'er ail the world your 'plaint Would hfcar, 
" She nerer kiss'd away the falling tear, 
" Or fondly sinil'd, ftvgetful, to behdd 
" Sune infant grace iu eaiiy diann nnfiM! ' 

"SbeiK'er, mth nungKng hopes and tiiitig fears, 
" Sigh'd for the ibramc of your fiitnre years} ' 

" Or saw you hand in hand rejoicing ttray '' - ' 

" Beneath the morning sni\, on yooth'i Je B ^t ifu l wa^/.' 
" Bnt hap[Mcr scenes nrrite, and Hint a fc i ti i 
"" From your dark bed, ChOdres of wvev imej" 

la cam -MKre peue ne'er sinil'd, mhen'ioY tKfel: 
came. 
Where friendihip'f r^ ne'er gliateti'd lttth»nailir 
Of one she ler'd, 'wheiiefiuiisiea«ldeq«ir ^ 
Sat dent 'mid tbedniip and hnd air, ' ' " 

The soothing Twce is heard; a beaihc^C^ : '' 

Is cast upon their features rank and white; 
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With trenUiBg joy they cMcb the steaii^ aooBil; 
Their bmisfa'd IWe OBCi oooie imiliag rooad. 

Sweet lofiuicyl iriMim all die vorid fofso^ 
Tbov but pot on ag>m dry dtatb look: ' - 

Gnilti sbiinkiBgat^eHghti iodeepdiauy • 

Clict cow'rug, and rcagni hia wmMcd pfey. 

But who ii ihc IB fub of nbery chd, "i '" 

Yet of less vidgv mien^— ctloek ■> sad u.- ' ' 

The ntoaming OKluBdt wars— so wild, yet mtAi ■ > 
A beam of joy «ow wanden o'er h«r dnck, . ' v""'' 
The pale eye nttiqgt it kavca it soout 
As &k dte devy ^Mses of the naoci .'^.i 

Upon ssHB VudVidg doad, wUle d»v Ac iKf . 
Itetiics, smI ieanci aon dvL Ibe kreafVB vidi wayt 

Lostmodier, early doom'd to gaiitatdriBiBtv-"'' 
Whose (nenda of youth now ai^ not o>crt)iyB>iiM; ' 
Heavy has scorow fidfti i^on thy head, 
Yet'thiok— ooe hope icinaiBs w4wn<hoa an deadt -< ' 
Thy bonseless child, diy Mly litde oae» 
Shall not 1<kA toosdi da i enorfi aad riwpc. 
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For one to guide her yimtb— im widi dnnT 
Each stranger's cold, nnfeeliDg look mtntj\ 
She shall not now be left a prey to shame. 
Whilst slow diieaie pnyt od her hfitd &amei - 
Nor, when the Hoom of imwcence U &ed, 
Thns &indng bow her unprotefled beadl 
Oh, she shall livci and piety and troth, 
The loveliest oraameMs, shall grace her foiith! 
And should her eye with mfteit lustre shine, 
And should she wear mda smiles as once were thine. 
Tilt smika of peace and Tirtne tbey shall pron. 
Blessing the cahn abode of bidihU lore I 

For TOO,* who thna, by pure oonpaaBon tavght, 
I&ve w^ o'er fanman KMrowsr-^a hare soi^t 
Vaa^a "fi— "yi cdl, "'^^ pale ai Bfua the dead 
To life and light the speechless Orphan led ; — 
Tmst that the deed, io Mercy's book enroU'd, 
Ap[Mx>mg qtiiks of the just behold! 

Meanwhile, new nttoes here, as on the wing 
Of monii from Sorrow's dreary shades shall spiing: 

* Tbetnmauntl tbtOt^. 



in, Google 



pa TO Tn nnt.A«TBsoFic ■ocizTr. 

Tomg Vtoiacf, with Ui niUainted Uoooi; 
And Indnttry, tbtt vagi faesdc Iter loon t 
And ruddy Labour, ianung from his batch 
Ere th? ilaot nmbetm strikes the lowly thatt^ ; 
And nreet CotKentBKtt siniliiig oa a rock) 
Like AI[wie ihcpherdcH besde her flock; 
And tender Lore, dnt hattes with myrtle-bnud 
To tnnd the trenes of the favonr'd inaidi 
AodPietyi with imclup'd holy bodi, 
Lifting to beav'n her mildly-beaming look: 
Tbeie liUage Tirtnes on die plain shall throDgt 
And Albion's hills resoond ft cheerfol song; 
Whilst Charity, with dewy eyelids bland, 
IiCacUng a ]is]nng in&nt in her hand, 
Shall bend « pure Region's holy ihrine, 
And ny, " Thoe children, Oos of Jon, are thi 
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i: AINT-gazing od the burning orb of day. 
When Africk's iBJur'd son expiring lay, 
Hb forebead ccAA, his labouring bosom bare. 
His dewy temples, and his sable hair, 
His poor companifMS kus'd, and cry'd aloud, 
Rejtncing, whilst his head in peace he bow'd;— 

j<-1f>Now dty long, long taak'is done, 
" Swiftly, brother, wilt thou run, 
" Ere to-morrow's golden beam 
" Glitter on thy parent-stream, 
" Swiftly the delights to share, 
" The feaat of joy which waits thee there: 
" Swiftly, toother, wilt thou ride 
" O'er the long and normy tide, 
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" Fleeter than the hnnicanei 

" Till thou view those scenes again, 

" Where thy Other's hut was rear'd, 

" Where thy mother's voice was heard; 

" Where thy iii£u)tJ>rothers play'd 

" Beneath the fragrant citron's shade; 

" Where through green savannahs wide 

" Cooling rivers ^ent glidei 

" Or the shrill ugarras sing 

" Ceaseless to their murmuring ; 

" Where the dance, the festive song, 

" Of many a frieiid divided long, 

" Doom'd through stranger lands to roam, 

" Shall bid thy spirit welcome home ! 

" Fearless o'er the foaming tide 
" Again thy light canoe shall ride; 
" Fearless on th' embattled plain, 
" Thou shalt lift thy lance ^^n; 
" Or, staring at the call of mom, 
" Wake the wild woods with thy hora; 
" Or, rushing down the monntatEi4lope, 
" O'ertake the nimble antelope ; 
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" Or lead the dancCt 'niid bliuful bands, 
" On cool Andrafle's yellow Mods; 
" Or, in tb' embow'riog orange grove, 
" Tell to thy long-fonakcD love 
" The wounds, the agony serere, 
" Thy patient spirit mSer'd here! 

" Fear not now the tyrant*t pow'r— 
" Past is his imnhmg hoo^— 
" Mark no more the sullen trait 
" On slavery's braw of scom and hate; 
" Hear no more the long sigh borne 
" Murmuring on the gales of mom ! 

" Go in peace — yet we remain 
** Far distant, tcnling on tn pain ; 
" Ere the great Sun fire the skips 
" To our work of woe we risej 
" And see each night, without a iriend, 
" The world's great comforter descend! 

" Tell our brethren, where ye meet, 
*' Thus wc toil with weary fcet; 
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" y« teil them, that Love's gen'rous flame, 
" Id joy, in wFetchedneM, the same, 
" In distant worlds wM ne'er forgot — 
" And tell theiD) that we mnmnir not — 
** Tell them, though the pang wit stait, 
" And drain the life-b)ood from the heart— 
" Tell them, generous shame forbids 
" The tear to stain our batning lids! 
" Tell them, in weariness and want, 
" For our native hills we pant, 
" Where soon from shame and sorrow free, 
" We hope in death to follow thee." 
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Stranger, say! oor wish to dimb 

The heights of yonder hilia mblime ; 

For there strange shapes and spirits dwell,* 

That oft the niunnuring thunders 9well> 

Of pow'r from the impeudiDg steep 

To hurl thee headioog to the deep ! 

Bat secure with us abide. 

By the winding river's sidct 

Our gladsome toil) our pleasures sharCt 

And think not of a worid of care. 



The lonely cayman, t where he feeds 
Among the green liigh-bending Teeds, 
Shall yield thee pastime; thy keen dart 
Through his luight scales shall pierce his heart. 
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Home returning from our toil), 
Thou shalt bear the tyger'i spoik) 
And wc will ling our loudeat strain 
O'er the forest-tyraDt slain ! 



a thou dult pause to hear 
The beauteous cardinal sing clear. 
Where hoary oaks, by nme decay'd. 
Nod in the deep wood's pathless gUdc; 
And the sun with bursting ray 
Quivers on the branches grey. 

By the river'a craggy banks, 
O'erhung with stately cypress-ranks. 
Where the bush-bee* hums his songi 
Thy trim canoe shall graze along. 

To-night at least, in this retreat, 
Strangerl rest thy wand'ring feet; 
- To-moTTQw, with unerring bow, 
To the deep thickets fearless we will go. 
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MATLOCK. 
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MATLOCK, 



Matlock ! amid thy hoaryJun^g news, 
Thy glens that smile sequester'd, and thy nooks 
Which yon forsaken crag all dark o'erlooks, 
Once more I meet the Iong-oeg[e£)ed Muse, 
As erst when by the mossy brink and iaSs 
Of solitary Wensbeck, or die side 
Of Clvsdale's cli£i, where first her voice she try'd, 
We wander'd io our youth. — Since then, the thralls 
That wait Gie's upland road have chill'd her breast, 
And much, as much they might, her wing depress'd— ■ 
Wan Indolence, rengn'd, her dead'ning hand 
Laid on her heart, and Fancy her cold wand 
Oropp'd at the frown of fortune; yet once more 
I call her, and oace more her conTene sweet, 



in, Google 



'Hid the itill limiu of ihit wild retreat, 
I woo; — if yet delightfbl u of yore 
My heart ^e may reriut, nor deny 
The tootling aid of some iweet melody 1 

I hail the raggei^ceoe that boms around— 
I mark the wreathea roots, the saplings grey, 
lliat beod o'er the dark Dbiwemt's wand'riag way; 
I mail its ttrcam, with peace-persuading soundi 
That steali beneath the &ding foti^ pak. 
Or, at the foot of frowning crags aprear'd> 
Complaioi like one forsaken and unheard. 
To mc, it seems to tell the penure tale 
Of spring-time, and the lummer days all flown— 
And while sad antaraii's Toice e'en now I heai 
Along the umbrage of the high-wood moan. 
At iDterrals, whose sbiTering leaves £dt sear { 
Whilst o'er the gioupe of pendant groves I view 
The sIowIy-s|»cading tints of pining hue, 
I think of poor Humanity's brief day. 
How fast its blossoms iadc, its summers speed awayl 

When, first young Hope, a goldea-trcned boy* 
Most mu^c|l his early madrigal 
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Sings to the whiapaing wabert at they bi\. 
Breathing fte^ airs of fragrance and of joy, . 
The wild woods gently wave — the morning iheda 
Her rising radiance on the moaotain-headi — 
''Strew'd with green isles appcan old Ocean's reign, 
And seen at distance nyi <^ reuiiig Ug^t 
Silver the &theit promontory'B height: 
Then huih'd is the long ■ntunnu' of the nudat 
Whilst silent o'er the slowly-oiqiing tides, 
Bound to some beamlDg spot, the bark of pleasure glide*. 

Alas ! the scenes that smile m light anay'd. 
But catch the tense, and then in darluKSS £ide. 

We, poor adrenturers, of peace bereft, 
t.ook back on the green hills which late we left. 
Or turn, with beating breast and anxious eye. 
To some Sunt hope that glimm'ring meets onr sights 
(Like the lone watch^ow'r in the stonn of night) 
Then on the dismal waste are dtir'n despairing byl 

Meantime, amid the landscape cold and mute, 
Hope, sweet cochaater, nghing drops his lute : 



So sad decay and mortal change succeeds. 

And o'er the nlcDt scene Time, like a giant, speeds! 

Yet the bleaLdi^ so high 
CAround whose beetling crags, with ceaseless coil. 
And still-returning flight, the ravens toil) 
Heed not the changefiil seasons as they fly. 
Nor spring, nor autumn: they their hoary brow 
Uplift, and ages past, as in tbb now. 
The same deep trenches unsubdned have worn. 
The same majestick frown, and looks of lofty sconi. 

So Fortitude, a mailed warrior old. 
Appears : he lifts his scar-intrenched crest : 
Tlie tempest gathers round his dauntless breast : 
He hears hi off the storm of havock rolt'd: 
The feeble fall around: their sound is past: 
Theif suD is set : their place no more is known : 
Like the wan leaves before the winter's blast 
They perish: — He unshaken and alone 
Remains— his brow a sKmer shade assumes. 
By age ennobled, whilst the hurricane, 
That raves resisdess o'er the ravag'd pkun. 
But shakes unfelt his helmet's quiv'ring plumes. 
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So yonder soY'reign* of the scene I marie 
Above the woods rear his majesticic head) 
Tbat soon all shatter'd at his feet shall shed 
Their short-liT'd beauties — he the wi^r dark 
Regardless, and the wasteful time that flies. 
Rejoicing in his lonely might, driics. 

Thee, wandering in the deep and craggy ddl* 
Sequester'd Saeam, with other thoughts I view: 
Thou dost in solitude thy course pursue. 
As thou hadst bid life's busy scenes brewell. 
Yet making still such muaick as might cheer 
The weary passenger that journeys near. 

Such are the songs of Peace in Value's shade, 
Onheard of Folly, or the vacant train 
That pipe and dance upon the noon-tide plain, 
'Till in the dnst together they are lud! 
Bnt not unheard of Him, who sits sahlime 
Above the clouds of this tempestuous clime. 
Its stir and strife; to whom more gratefiil rise 
The humble incense, and the still small voice 

• iiulock Hgb T«r, 
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Of those that od their pensive way rejoicet 
Than shoou of thouuncb echoiiig to the skiei. 
Than songs of omqiKst pealiog roaod the car 
Of hard Andutioa^ or the Viatd of War, 
Sated with slaaghtcr,^-Nor may I, sweet Stream, 
From thy wild banks and still retreats depart, 
{Where now I meditate my casual theme) 
Without MfDC mild impToremeDt on my heart 
Pour'dsad, yetpleanng! so may I forget 
The crosses and the cam that lometime* fret 
XJfe's smoothest cbamiel, and each wish prerent 
That man the nknt current of comeot! 

In SDCh a spot, amidst these nigged views, 
The pensive poet in his drooping age 
Might wish to place his reed-roof*d hermitage— 
Where much on life's vain shadows be mig^ mnse! 
If fortone smil'd not on his early way. 
If he were dooffl'd to mourn a fiuthless friend. 
Here he might rest, and, when his hoin were grey, 
Behold in peace the parting day descend: 
If a hard world his errors scann'd severe, 
<WbeB late the earth recriT'd his mould'ring day) 
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Periups some lor'd compaiiioii wud'ring oetr, 

Phickiog die grey mots from the stone, au^t say, 

" Him 1 remember in-our careless days 

" Vacant and giad, till many a Ipsa severe 

" First hung hii pladd eyelids with a tear; 

" Yet on such fisons ardent would he gazet 

" As the muse lor'di wbich oft would smile and die 

*' Like the feint bow that leates the weeping sky— 

" fSs heart unguarded, yet it proudly beat 

" Against hard wrong, or coward cold deceit;— 

" Not ptus'd be e'er, without a ngh, the cell 

" Where wretchedness and her pale children dwell. 

" He never wish'd to win the world's cold ear, 

" Nor, known to thote he lor'd, its blame could fear; 

" Its praise he left to those, who, at their will, 

" Th' ingenious strain of torturing art could trill I 

" Content, as random fencies might inspire, 

" If his weak reed, at times, or pluntiTC tyre, 

" He touch'd with deioltory hand, and drew 

" Some soften'd tones, to Nature not untrue." 

The leaves, O DBawERT 1 os thy bosom stSI 
Oft with the gutt now faU— the seawn pak 
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Math tmote with hand unteen the silent valef 
And slowly tteali the Tcrdure bom the hill-~- 
So the &ir scene deputSi yet wean awhile 
The lingering tnces of its beauteous smile: 
But we who by thy maigiD stray, or climb 
The cliff's aerial height, or join the song 
Of hope and gladness amidst yonder throng, 
(*' L«tmg the brief and JUtting bwri qf ttme,") 
Reck not how agd er'n thusi with icy haod 
Hangs o'er us — howi as with a wizard's wand, 
Youdi blooniiag like the spring, and roseate nm^ 
To slow and sear consumption be dull change, 
And with invisible mntation strange, 
Witber'd and wasted send them to the eaitki 
Whilat hush'd, and by the mace of tuia rent. 
Sinks the forsaken ball of merriment! 

Bright boTtts the son upon the shaggy scene} 
The aged rocks their glittering summits grey 
Hang beatttifii] amid the beams of day. 
And all the woods, with slowly-fading greeot 
Yet smiling wave: — severer thoughts, awayl 
The aight is distant, and the lorely day 
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Looks on us y«— Ae sound of mirthful cheer 
From yoadei dome comes pleasant to mine ear. 
From rock to rock rererterated swells — 
Hark!— the glad munck of the vili^e bells : 
On the crag's naked point the heifer lows, 
And wide below the bright'ning landscape glows! 

Though brief the time and short our course to i 
DekwektI amid the scenes that deck thy side, 
(Ere yet the parting paths of life divide) 
Let ua rejmce, seeking what may be woo 
From the l^xwioua day, or fortune's frown: 
Here may we, ere the sun of life goes down, 
Awhile regardless of the morrow dwell; 
Then to our destin'd roads, and speed us well I 
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VERSES 



MOHT HOHOUUILE 

EDMUND BURKE, 



' SefieHunu on ibt Revehtim in Franet." 
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MR. SUBKE, 



VVHY mourns di'ingunKXitniontlut, whose mind 
Science l»s stoHd, and igaetj refin'd. 
That fading Chivalry diipJiys do more 
Her pomp, and stately toaroametiti of yore? 
Lo! when Philosophy and Truth advance, 
Scar'd at their frowD, she drops her glittering lance; 
Round her reft cattlea Ae pale ivy cri«49. 
And sunk and silent are h^ banoer'd haUi ! 

As when fer off die gc^den Efemng sails. 
And riowly sink the &ncy-painced Tales, 
With rich panlGoDs spread ia long uray ; 
So rolb the enchanter's radiant realm away; 
So on the ught the parting glories fade, 
The gorgeous ntamt sets ia endless dude. 
But shall the musing sage for this iuneitti 
Or mourn the frizai^'s Goduck &fafkk r»t? 
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Shall he, «ith Fancy's poor and peasive child. 
Gaze OD hia shadowy vales, and prospefts wild, 
With liDg'riag love, and nghiog bid farewell 
To the dim pifhires of his pardng spell i 

No, Burke! thy hean by juster feelings led. 
Mourns for the spirit of high Hononr fled : 
Mourns that Philosophy, abatrad and cold, 
With'riDg should smite life's fimcy-Jower'd moddj 
And many a smiling sympathy depart. 
That grac'd the sternness of the manly heart. 

Nor shall the wise and virtcoiu scan serere 
These ^r illu»ont, ev'n to nature dear. 
Though now no more i^ond Chinlry recalls 
Her tourneys bright, and pealing festivals; 
Though now OD high her idle spear is linng» 
Though ume her mould'ring harp has half uDstruog; 
Her milder influence daU she uill impart 
To dtconte, but not dbgnisei the heart; 
To nurse the tender sympathies that play 
In the short sunshine of life's early way t 
For female worth and meekness, to insiure 
Homage and lore, and temper nidc desire; 
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Nor leldom with sweet dreams sad thoughts K) cheer. 
And half beguile affli^aa of her tear 1 

Lo! this her boast; and 36S, O Burke! be thioe 
Her glowing hues that warm, yet temper'd thine; 
Whilst whispers bkndi and &irest dreams, attend 
Thy evening path till the last shade descend ! 
So may she loothe, with loftier wisdom's aid. 
Thy musing leisure in the silent shade, 
And bid poor Fancy, her cold piniom wet. 
Life's cloudy skies and beating show'rs forget. 
But can her fairest form, her sweetest song. 
Soothe thee, assaii'd by calumny and wrong i 
Ev'd now thy foes<with louder accents cry, 
" Champion of unrelenting tyranny, 
** At Freedom hast thou um'd the deadly blow, 
'* And strove with imfnous arm to lay her altars low!" 

NOiBukke! indignant at the voice we start : 
We trust thy liberal views, thy generous heart : 
We think of those who, naked, pale, and poor, 
Reliev'd and bless'd, have waDder'd from thy door: 
We see thee with unweary'd step explore 
Each track of bloodshed on the farthest shore 
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Of iiyur'd Ana* aod diy twdfing breaJt 

Harrowing tbe opprenoTt Htounnug for ^ oppreisVL' 

Vo, Bvkke! wlme'er lojostice lein her head, 
Where'er with blood her idol glim is fed; 
Whac'er feU Ciuehy at her comraand 
With (rinisoD banner marchet thraogh the land. 
And striding, like a gtant, onward hieai 
Whilst man, a trodden worm, looks np, and dies; 
Where'er pale Harder in ha tnun ^peara 
With reeking axe, and garments wet with tears; 
Or low'ring Jealoiny, unwKw'd as fate, 
Bars fast tbe prison-cage'a iron gUe 
Upon the bury'd sotiowb and the cries 
Of him who there, lost and forgotten, lies: 
When ministers like these, in fearful state, 
UptHj a Uoody tyrant's biddiDg wait. 
Thou too shalt own (and justice hft her rod) 
The cause of Freedom it Uie cause <£ Goo? 

Fair SjHiitl who dost me in beauteout pride 
Vfhae DToud Oppression haith thine arm det^'dj 
When led by Virtue thou dost firm advance, 
And bathe in Guilt's warm Uood thy buirufig bfioc 



in, Google 



TO MR. BUSKS. V, 

When aU iby form in aw&l pon sMumeti 
And in the tempctt shake tby crinisoa pliuDes* 
I mark thy lofty micD, thy steady eye, 
" So FALLTHv FOis!" witt tcBTs of joy, I Cry. 

But ne'er may Aoardiy, with eyc< gn flams, 
And mien distrafl, assume thy awjiil nagie. 
Her pale torch sheds alar its hideous glare, 
And shews die blood-drops to her dabbled luur; 
' The fiends of discord bcu h&i hollow Yoke, 
The spirits of the deathiiil storm r^ice : 
As when the rising blast with mutierii^ sweep 
Sounds 'mid the branches of (he forest deep. 
The sad horizon lowers, the pttrubg sun 
Is hid, strange munnars through the I^h wood roB, 
The falcon wheels away his moura&l fligbtt 
And leaves tbe gleos to solitude and night; 
Till soon the hurricane, in dismal shroud. 
Comes fearful forth, and sounds hei c<HKh aloudi 
The oak iqajestick bows his houy head. 
And riiin round his andeot reign is spread; 
So the dark fiend, reioidng in her might. 
Pours desolation and the storm of nightj 
Before her dread career the good and Just 
Fly far, or sink expiring in the dust) 
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Wide wastes and mighty wrecks around her lie. 
And the earth trembles at her impious cry! 

Whether her temple, wet with human gore. 
She thus may raise oo Gallia's ravag'd shore, 
Belongs to Him alone, and His high will, 
Who bids the tempests of the world be still.* 

With joy we turo to Alhion'i happier plain. 
Where ancient Freedom holds her temperate reign; 
Where Justice sits majestick on her tlirone; 
Where Mercy turns her ear to every groan! 
O Aibion! fairest isle, whose verdant plain 
Springs beauteous &om the blue and billowy main ; 
In peaceful pomp whose glitt'ring cities rise. 
And lift their crouded temples to the skies; 
Whose navy on the broad brine awhil rolis; 
Whose commerce glows beneath the distant poles ; 
Whose streams reflefl fiill many an Attick pile ; 
Whose velvet lawns in long luxuriance smile; 



* TlicH llut OCR wimeD befbrc Che muidcr of the lute Bog 
France, ind many of Ihc neati of boiroc vhkb hlTC dDCC vi 
place in that mSECiaUe cointrr. 
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Amid whose niading coomba contenCinent dweUi> 
Whose vales rejoice to hear the sabbath bells) 
Whose humblest shed, that steady laws proteA, 
The villager with woodbine bow'rs hath deck'd. 
Sweet Native Land! whose every haaot is dear, 
Whose ev'ry gale is musick to mine ear; 
Amidst whose hills one poor retreat I sought. 
Where I might sometimes hide a sadd'oing thought^ 
And having wander'd far, and mark'd mankind 
In their vain mask, might rest and safety find. 
Oh! still may Freedom with majestick mien 
Facing thy rocks and the green vales be seen! 
Around thy cliffs, that glitter o'er the main. 
May smiling Order wind her silver chain; 
Whilst from thy calm abodes, and azure skies, 
Far ofi* the fiend of Discord murmuring flies! 

To Him, who firm thy injur'd cause has fought. 
This humble offering, lo! the Muse has brought: 
Nor heed thou, Burke! if, with averted eye 
Scowling, cold Envy may thy worth decry. 

It is the lot of man : — the best oft mourn, 
As sad they jooraey through this cloudy bourne: 
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If conjdoHB Goutts Mainp their choseo breatt,. 
And on the fbr^hcad shew her sea] imprest. 
Perhaps jiiey rnoum, ia biealc ntisfortune's Aade, 
Their age and cares vitb peoury rq»id ; 
Their errors deeply Kaso'd, their wortb forgot. 
Or mark'd by hard i^tUBiice with a bJot. 
If high they vmi, tod keep their diitiuit wayi 
Andspc^ ^*^ aaple pinions to the day, 
Malignant Faiftion hears with bate their namei 
And all her tongues are busy at their fame. 

But 'tis enough to hold) as best we may, 
Our destin'd track, till sets die closing day ; 
Whether with living lustre we adorn 
Our high sphere, like the radiance of the morn; 
Or whether silent in the shade we move, 
CheeHd by the loneiy star of penmve love [ 
Or whether dark^opposing storms we steni, 
Panting for virtue's distant diadem ; 
'Tis the unshaken mind, the conscience pore. 
That bids us £iroly aft, or meek endure; 
"lis this might shield us when the storm beat hard. 
Content, though poor, had we no other guard!* 
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IF I could tnd thee, iileasant shade, ^urewcU 

Without a sighr aioidst whose atdiag bow'rt 

My stripling prime wa» paaB'd, and happiest hourl. 

Dead were I to Uie sympathies that fweU 

The h«aua breut! These woods, that whiq^eiHigwaDTi 

My father reai'd and nurs'd, now ui the grave 

Gone down; he lov'd their peacefiil shades, and said 

Perhaps, as here he miu'd, *' IJTe, Jaurda green ; 

" Ye pines, that shade the solitary scene, 

" Live blooming and rejoice: when I am dead 

** My son shall guard you, and amid your bow'rs, 

" Like roe, find shelter from life's beating show'rs." 

These thoughts, my father, every spot endear; 
And whilst I think, with self-accusing pain, 
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A Stranger shall possess the lov'd dontain, ^ 
la each low wind I seem thy voice to hear. 
But these are shadows of the shapiog k^o 
ThM now my heart, alas! can ill sustain — 
We must forget— the world is wide — th' abode 
or peace may still be found, nor hard the road. 
It boots not, so, to every chance resign'd. 
Where'er the spot, we bear th' unalter'd mind. 
Yeti ohi poor cottage, and thou sylvan shade. 
Remember, ere I left your coverts green, 
■Where in My youth I mus'd, in childhood play'di 
I gaz'd, I paus'd, I dropp'd a tear unseen, 
(That bitter from the font of memory fell) 
ThinkiDg on him who rear'd you — Now, farewell! 
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DURING SICKNESS AT BATH, 

DECIUBII, j;9j. 
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W^HEN I He musing on ray bed alone. 

And listen to the wintry waterfall;* 
And tiaay moments that are past and gone, 

(Moments of sunshine and of joy) recall; 

Though the long night is dark and damp aroundi 
And DO still star hangs out its frieodly flame; 

And the winds sweep the sash with sullen sound) 
And freezing palsy creeps o'er all my frame } 

I catch consoling phantasies that spring 

From the thick gloom, and as the oight-airs beat. 

They touch my heart) like the wild wtresf that ring 
In mournful modulations, strange and sweet. 

• Tbe btt at the linr, burd fhrni [be Pmde. 



Was it the voice of thee, my bury'd friend i 
Was it the whisper*d vow of Eiithfiil lovei 

Do I in •••••• green shades thy steps attend. 

And hear the high iHiies rounnur thus above? 

'Twas not thy voice, my bury'd friend ! — O no : 
'Twas not, O ••••••, the munnur of thy trees; 

But at the thought I feel my bosom glow, 
And woo die dream whose air-drawn shadows please. 

And I can think I see the groves again. 
The larches that yon peaceful roof embow'r. 

The airy down, the cattle-spectd'd plain. 
And the slant sunshine on the village tow'r. 

And I can think. I hear its sabbath chime 
Come smoothly soften'd down the woody vale; 

Or mark on yon lone eminence sublime, 
Fast \riurling b the wind, the white mill's sail. 

Phantom ! that by my bed dost beck'ning glide ; 

SpeSre of Death! to the damp chame) hie; 
Thy dim pale hand, thy fest'ring visage, hide: 

Thou com'st to say, " Iruitk tby •worms sbtdlUt!" 
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Thou com'st to say, that my once-vacant mind 
Amid those scenes shall nerer more rejoice j 

Nor on the day of rest the hoary hind 
Bend o'er his staff, attentiTe to my Tt»ce! 

Hast thou not visited that pleasant place. 
Where in this hard world I hive happiest been ; 

And shall I tremble at thy lifted mace, 

That hath pierc'd all on which life seem'd to lean ! 

But Hope might whisper, — " Many a. smiling day 
" And many a cheerfiileve might yet be mine, 

" Ere age's autumn strew my locks with grey, 
" And weary to the dust my steps decline." 

I argue not, but uncomplaining bow 

To Heav'n's high best ( secure, whate'er ray lot, 
Meek spirit of resign'd Content, that thou 

Wilt smooth my pillow, and forsake me not. 

Thou to the turfy hut with pilgrim feet 

Wand'rest, fi-om halls of load tumultuous joy ; 

Or on the naked down, when the winds beat. 
Dost sbg to the forsaken shepherd-boy: 
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Thou an the sick man's Done, the poor man's fneod. 
And thro' each change of life ihou ha«t been mine; 

In every tU thou canst a ctHnfon Mend, 
And bid the eyC) though sad, in sadneo shine. 

Thee I have met on CbertaelPi willow'd side ; 

And when our deatin'd road &r onward lay. 
Thee I h»e fbondi whatever chance betide, 

"Hk kind companioo of my deriotu way. 

With thee, unweary'd have I lor'd to roam. 
By the tmooth-flowing Scheldt, or rushing R}ane{ 

And thou hast gladden'd my sequester'd home, 
And hang my peaceful porch with eglantine. 

When cares and crosses my tir'd spirits try'd. 
When to the dust my Father I resiga'd; 

Amidst the quiet shade unseen I sigh'd. 
And, blest with thee, forgot a world unkind. 

Ev'n now, while tmhng through the sleepless night, 

A tearfU look to distant scenes I cast, 
And the glad ol^efts that once charm'd my sight 

Remember, like soit views of fairie past; 
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■ L£OIAC STAKZjIB. 

I see thee come half-smi!ing to my bed. 
With Fortitude more awfiiily severe. 

Whose arm sustaining holds rny droo^nng head, 
Who dries with her dark locka tjje tender tear, 

O finner spirit! on some craggy height 
Who, when the tempest sails aJoft, dost stand. 

And hear'st the ceaseless billows of the night 
Rolling upon the solitary straod ; 

At this sad hour, when no harsh thoughts intnide 
To mar the melancholy mind's repose. 

When I am left to night and solitude, 
And languid life seeps verging to its close; 

O let me thy peiradiog influence feel ! 

Be every weak and wayward thought represa'd ! 
And hide thou, as with plates of coldest steel, 

The faded aspeA, aad the throbbing breast. 

Silent the motley pageant may retreat. 

And vain mortality's brief scenes remore ; 
Yet let my bosom, whilst with life it beat, 
. Breathe a last pray'r for all on earth I lore. 
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134 XLBOIAC BTAKZAS. 

Slow-creepiog pain we^hs down my heary eye, 
A chiller EuDmess steals upon my breut; 

** O gentle Muse, witli toiae sweet hillaby,"* 
Rock me in long forgetfiiloess to rest! 
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WINCHESTER SCHOOL, 
at YiAR 1781. 



i. HE spring shall visk thee again, 

Itckin! and yonder aged fine" 
That casts its shadows on thy breast, 

(As if, by many winters beat, 

The blooming season it would greet) 
With many a straggling wild-flow'r shall be drest! 

But I, amidst the youthful train 
That stray at e^'ning by thy side. 

No longer shall a guest remain 

To mark the spring's reviving pride.— 
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136 OV LBAVINO WINCHEITER SCHOOL. 

I go Dot DDTejoidng: but who knows. 

When I have shar'd, O world, thy common woes, . 

RetarDiDg I may drop some catural tears; 
What these same fields I look around, 
And hear from yonder dome* the slow bell soondt 

Andthinkupon the joys that crowfl'd my stripLng yean! 

■ Tlic dChcdnl. 
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HOPE, 



ALLEGORICAL SKETCH, 



RECOVERING SLOWLY FROM SICKNESS. 



■■ What wu tby deH(btcd meuim I 
" StiU It whllpcr'il piwDli'd pleuuK, 
" And bid the lo»elT Ktaa M diitiqce (u 
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ARCHBISHOP OF YORK, 
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THE AUTHOR. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Tie primary idea of this Sketch "Was ialen from tbe 
exquisite fHhre by Collin«, in bis " Ode on the 
Patsioiu." Tbe descriptive part was suggetted by 
tbe teener^ en the banks of Southampton Biver, 
vjhere tbe Author occasionally took his mormng 
walks in the heginmng of May, after te£ous and 
melancholy confinement. 
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ALLEGORICAL SKETCH. 



" I'Am the comforter of those that monnii 

" My scenes well-shadow'd, and my carol sweett 
" Cheer the poor passengers of life's rude bourne, 

" 'Till ihey are ahdter'd la that last retreat, 

" Where human toils and troubles are forgot." 

These souods I heard amid this mottal road, 

When I had reach'd with paia one pleasant spot, 

So that for joy some tears in silence flow'd ; 

I raig'd mine eyes, which sickness long deprest. 

And kit thy wanntli, O sun, come cheering to my breastt 
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The storm of night had ceas'd upon the plain, 
When thooghtfiil in the fo^es^walk I atray'd, 

To the long hollow murmur of the main 
List'riiiig, and to the many leaves that made 

A drowsy cadence, as the high trees wav'd; 

When straight a beauteous scene burst on my »ght ; 
Smooth were the waters that the low-land kv'd ; 

And lo! a form, as of some fairy sprite. 
That held in her right-hand a budding spray. 
And like a sea'^naid sung her sweetly-warbled lay. 



Soothing as steals the sammer-waTe she sung, 

" The grisly phantoms of the night are gone 
" To hear in shades forlorn the death-bell rung; 

" But thou whom ^ckness hast left weak and wan, 
" Turn from their speflre-Mrrors) the green sea 

" That whispers at my feet, the matin gale 
" That crisps its shining marge, shall solace thee, 
" And thou my loeg-fbrgotten voice shalt hail, 
" For I am Hope, whom weary hearts coofas 
" The soothest sprite thu sings en life's 1<»g wildcnies).'' 
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As slowly cea^'d her tender voicei I stood 
Delighted : the hard way, so lately past, 

Seem'd smooth-, the ocean's bnghl>exteiuled flood 
Before me stretch'd ; the clouds that overcast 

Heaven's melancholy vaalt, hurry'd away, 

Driv'n seaward, and the azure hills appear'd ; 
The sun-heams shone upon their sammits grey. 
Strange saddening sounds no more by fits were heard. 
But birds, in new leaves shrooded, sung aloft. 
And o'er the level seas spring's healing airs blew soit. 



As wh^ a traveUer, who many days 

Hath journey'd 'mid Aratsan deserts still, 
A dreary solitude fu on surveys. 

Nor hears, or Sitting bird, or gushing rill, 
Bnt near some marble ruin, gleaming pale, 

Sighs mindfi)] of the haunts of cheerhil man. 
And thinks he hear^ in every sickly gale 

The bells of some slow-wheeling caravan ; 
At length, emerging o'er the dim tnA, sees 
Gay domes, and golden fanes, and minaicts, and trees: 
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So beat my bosom when my windiog way 

Led through the thickets to a sheiteHd vale. 
Where the aweet miastrel sat: a Huooch clear bay 

Skirted with woodt appear'di where many a sail, 
Went shining o'er the watery siic&ce stil], 

Less'niiig at last in the grey ocean-flood; 
And yonder, half-way up the fronting hill, 

PeejMng from forth the trees, a cottage ttood, 
Above whose peaceful umbrage, trailing high, 
A little smoke went up, and stain'd the cloudless ilcy. 



I tum'd, and h, i 

Upoti whose top a spiry citadel 
Lifted its dim-seen turrets to the skies, 

Where some high lord of the domain might dwell: 
And onward, where the eye scarce stretch'd its sight. 

Hills over hills in long succession rose, 
Touch'd with a softet and yet softer light. 

And all was blended as in deep repose. 
The woods, the sea, the hills that shone so fair, 
'Till woods, sad lem and hills, Mem'd btUng mo m. 
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At once, methoug^ I taw a variona throng 

To this eachsDtmg spot their footsteps bendi 
Ali drawn, sweet Hope, by thy inspiring song. 

Which melodies scarce mortal sceta to bleod. 
First buxom Youth, with cheeks of glowing red, 

Came lightly tripping o'er the morniog dew, 
He wore a harebell garland on his head. 

And Etretch'd his bands at the bright-bursting vie 
A mountain &wn went bounding by his side, 
Aroond.whoK slender neck a ulver bell was tied. 



Then said I, ' Mistress of the magick song, 
* Q pity 'twere that hearts which Itnow no guile 

• Should ever fee! the pangs of nilh or wrong!' 
She heeded not, but sang with lovelier smile, 

** Enjoy, O youth, the season of thy May, 

" Hark, how the throstles ta the hawthorn nng, 

" The hoary time, that resteth night nor day, 
"O'er theeartfa'sshade may speed with noiseless wing; 

" But heed not thou ; snatch the tsief joys that risfc, 
" And m^ beneath die.light of these nodoudod ikies.'' 
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Hii fine eye fljAing aD nnwooted &n, 

Tbea Fancy o'er the gbde delighted went; 
He imck at times a amall and ailrer lyie. 

Or gaz'd upon the raUing elemeat; 
SoiBCbmes he took hi* mirrort which did ihow 

The faiious landscape Inrelier than the life; 
More beamy Exight the vivid tinta did glow. 

And to well mingled wai the colours' strife. 

That the fiuid heart, the bea u teous shades once se 

Would a^ ibr such rettcatSi for vales and woods 30 gi 



Gay was his aspe^ and his airy tcm. 

As loose it fiow'd, such cqIoots did displayi 
As paint the clouds i^odng in the «ett» 

Or the moist rainbow's radiant arch inlays 
Andjiow he tripp'd* like fiury of the wood. 

And aeem'd with dancing iinnts to r^c^ 
And now he hung his head in pensive mood— 

Meantime, O UopCf he listen'd to thy vtnce, 
And vAiilst of joy and youth it cheerly lungr 
lightly he Moch'd bis harp, and o'er tlie valley ipnug^ 



H ALLBGOXICAI. SKETCH. 



Pleaxire, a, frelkk nymph, to tlte glad sound 

Came dandDg, u all fean abe might forget, 
And DOW ibe gaz'd with i tweet archnets roond, 

And wunooly dis^y'd a lilken net: 
She woD her way widi fascinating air — 

Her eyet illnniia'd with a tender light. 
Her unik'i strange Uandishment, her ihaded hair 

That length'siog htmg. her teedi like ivory whit^ 
Aat peep'd from her nxnst lip, secm'd to inspire 
IVimdtaoui wisbec warm, and dreamt of food desire. 

xiit. 

'What softer pasnont did tby bosom move. 

When those mdodioui measnres net thine ear, 
Child of Sincerity, and virtnous Love i 

Thine eyes did shme beneath a blissfiil tear 
That still were tamed ta the tranqnil seme, 

WheK die thin smoke rose from til' embow'red cot ; 
And Am didsttfaink, that there, with smile sefene> 

In qniet diades, and every pu^ forgot, 

Thon mightcft sink on ptoe A^Aion's breast. 

And listen to the windi that wtuipcT'd thcc to rest. 
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I thou^ti " O Lore, how seldom an thou found 
" Without anDoyaiice in this earthly state ! 

" For haply thou dost feed some rankling wound) 
" Or on thy youth pale porerty doth wait, 

" "Till years on years heavy are rc^'d awaf ; 
" Or where thou most didst hope firm &illt to see, 

" Thou meetest fickkneas estrang'd and cold ; ^ 

, " Or if some true and tender heart there be 

" On which, thro' every change, thy sod might trast, 
"0eath comes with his i^ dart, and smites it to the dusc" 



Bat lusty Eiiter|»ize, with looks of glee, 

Approach'd thedroo[nDgyoQch, as he wonld say, 
" Come to the high woods, and the hills with me, 

" And cast thy soUeo myrtle-wreath awayl" 
Upon a neighing courser he did sit. 

That atretch'd its arched neck, in conscious pride, 
And cJiamp'd As with Hi^jqin its golden bit. 

But Hope her animating race apply*d. 
And Enterprize with speed impetuous pass'd, 
Whiltt tlK long vale retuni'd his wrcadicd bugte'a bl^W* 
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Suddenlyt liftiog high hU pond'rous ipear, 

A mailed man came forth with scornful pride, 
1 saw him tow'rbg in his dark career 

Along the valley like a giant stride: 
Upon his helm, in letcen of bright gold, 

That to the sun's meridian splendour ahone> 
Ambition's name & off I might behold. 

Meantime from earth there came a hollow moan: 
But Fame, who follow'd, her loud trumpet blew, 
And to the nurmuring beach with eyes on flame he flew. 



And now already had he gain'd the strand. 

Where a tall vessel rode with sail unfbrl'd. 
And soon he thought to reach the Luther land. 

Which to his eager eye seem'd like a world 
That be by strength might win and make his own, 

And in that citadel, which shone so bright. 
Seat him, a purple sovereign, on his throne. 

So he went tilting o'er the waters white. 
And whilst he oft look'd back with stern disdain, 
Id louder tones, methought, was heard the inspiring stnuo.' 
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" By the ihade of citas aid, 

" By Buny a rirer lain'd villi gOK) 
*< By the fword of Sesic b^ 

** Who iiDote the nations from the ihttc 
" Of andent Nile to India'i &nhaC pkio, 

*< By Fante's prood pman, ud by Valow's ■hield, 
" By mighty chie& ia gkirioat txtttle ilaiD, 

" Anen thy sway: asiid the bl6ody fidd 
" Phtw thy march, and to the heigbtt nMine 
" Of Honor'* glitteiiog cli&, a migbty conqooror, cHmb." 



Then uid I in nunc heart, * Maoi thou dost rev 
' Thine eye to Hew'n, and lauat thy lofty worth: 

* The casiga of dumnioa thou dost bear 

* O'er nature'i works; but thou do«t oft go forth, 
< Urg'd by &lse hopes, to range and destroy ; 

* Thou doBt build wp a tasoK by cruel deeds, 

* Whilst to the peicetul aceaes of Lo?e uid Joy, 

* Sorrow, and Crime, and Solitude, succeeds. 

* Hence, when her war-coog ViAory doth nog, 
* Desuttdifta flapi aloft her iroa^uuttiBg wing i 
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But see, as one awak'd from deadly trance, 

With hollow and dim eyes and stony stare, 
Ciptirity with ftiltering step adraoce! 

Dripping and knotted was her coal4>lack hair: 
For she had long been hid, as in the grave ; 

No sounds the silence of her pri«on broke, 
Nor one companion had itiC in her cave 

Save Terrot's dismal shape, that no word spoke, 
But to a stony coffin cm the floor 
With lean and htdeoos finger pointed erennofc. 



TTie larlt*9 riiril! song, the early village chime. 

The upload echo of the winding horn. 
The &r-hevd clock Uut spoke the pasnng time. 

Had never pierc'd her solitude forlorn : 
At length leleas'd from the deep dungeon's gloom 

Sie feels the fragrance of the vernal gde, 
She sees more jweet the living landscape Uoom, 

And while ghe listens to Hope's tender tale. 
She thinks her long-lost fHeods shall bless her ri^t, 
And almost faints with joy amidst the brood dz^^light. 
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And Dear the spot, u with relaxant feet, - 

Slowly desponding Hdancholy drew. 
The wind and rain ber naked breast had beat. 

Sunk was her eye, and sallow was her hue. 
In the huge forest's unrejoicing shade 

Bewilder*d had she wander'd day by day. 
And many a grisly £end her heart dismay'd, ; 

And cold and wet up<H) the ground she Uy: 

Bnt now such sounds with mellow sweetness stole. 

As lapp'd in dreams of hiiss her slow-consentiiig souL 



Next to the gleamy glen, poor Mania stray'd: 

Most pale and wild, yet gentle was her' look, 
A slender giu'Iand the of straw had made 

Of Aow'ts and rushes from the running brook; 
But as she sadly pass'd, the tender sound 

Of its sharp pang her wonnded heart beguil'd. 
She dropp'd her half-made garland on the groand, 

And dien she sigh'd. and then in tears she smil'd. 
But smiled so, that Pity would have said, 
" O Cod, be merdfiil to that poor hapless maidi" 
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Now nmngly she cry'd, '* The whelming nuin, . 

'* The wintry wave rolls orer his cold bead, 
" I nevo- shall behold my love agajn — 

'* Hencet flatteriDg fimdes — he is dead, is dead ! 
" Perhaps upoQ some wild shore he is cast, 

" Where on their prey Barbarians howling nuh,^ 
" O fiercer they, than is the whelming blast! 

*' Hush) my poor heart — my wakeful sorrows, hnsh [ 
" He Uvea — 1 yet shall press him to my heart, 
" And cry, O no, no, no, — wenerermore will pan!" 



So sung she, when despairing, irom his cdl. 

Hid farthest in the lone umbrageous wood. 
Where many a winter he had lov'd to dwell. 

Came grim Remorse: as fixt in thought he stood. 
His senses pierc'd by the unwonted tone 

He heard — the blood'drops from his locks he ahook — 
He saw the trees that wav'd, the sun that shone. 

He cast around an agonized look i 
Then with a ghastly smile that spoke his pain. 
He hied him to hit cave in thickest shades again. 
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And JWff dK nm mA wntward, iod tke aky 

Wu hung \ridi thousand lucid piAnres gay; 
When gazing on the scene with placid eye. 

An ancient man appeaPd in amice grey. 
His sandal dioet were by long travel worn, 

O'er hill and vdley, many a ling'ring mile. 
Yet dnx^M he not« like one in years fbi4Mn; 

His pale cheek wore a sad, but tender smile; 

*Twas sage Experience, by his look confess'di 

And white as frost his beard descended to his breast 

ZITH. 

Then said I, Master, pleasant it this place. 

And sweet are those melodious notes I hear, 
And happy they among man's toiling race 

Who, (^ their cares fbrgetfii), wander near; 
Me they delight, whom nckness and slow pain 

Hare bow'd almost to death with heavy hand. 
The feiry scenes refresh my heart again, 

And pleas'd I listen to that mnsick bland. 
Which seems to promise hours of joy to come. 
And tads fflc tranquil seek my poor but peaceful honte. 
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xsrin. 
He uid^ " Alul Qiae ibidows kwd may fly, 

" UJK the gay bndscapn of the deineiK: 
" Yet do pow mortab atUl with rapcar'd eye 

" Behold like thee the ptdurei they present ; 
" And chann'd by Hope's sweet nmiick on they iire, 

" And think diey iood shall reach that Uiss&l goal, 
" Where never niore the sidlcn knell of Care 

" Depaited friends and scvcr'd loves shall toll: 
" So on they fiire ; till all their troubles catsei 
" And GB a lap of earth they lay them down in peace. 

xziz. 
*' But not there ceases their immortal claim, 

(" Frmn golden dsuda I heard a small voice say) 
*' \nsdom r^cMceth in a higher aim, 

" Nor heeds the trannent shadows of a day. 
" These earthly sounds may die away, and all 

" These perishable i»£hiies sink in night, 
" But Virtue from the dust her sons shall call, 

" And lead them forth to joy, and life, and light, 
** Tho' from their languid grasp earth's comforts fly, 
" And with the ulcnt worm their bury'd bodies lie. 
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XXX. 

" For other ttxaea there are, ami in a dime 

" Purer, and other atraina to earth uDkuoviif 
" Where Heaven's hi^ host with symphonies sublime 

" Sing ' Unto Him that sitteth on the throne.' 
" Enough for man, if he the task fiilfil 

'* Wiich God ordain'd, and to his journey*! end 
" Bear him right on, betide him good or ill ; 

" Then Hope to soothe his death-bed shall descend) 
" Nor leave him, all in mansions of the blest 
" He gain his destin'd home, his cvetlajting rest." 
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" And now the beam 

" Of .ev'ning smiks on the grey battlement, 
" And yoD forsaken tow'r that time has rent." 

TjMfrwatii priory end eattk, Nortbumberhmd. 
The Tcmdns of this mooastery are ntuated on a high 
rocky point, on the north side of the entrance into the 
river Tytie, about a mile and a half below North-Shields. 
The exalted rock on which the monastery stood, ren- 
dered it visible at sea a long way off, in every diredion, 
whence it presented itself as if e^orting the seamen in 
danger to make their vows, and promise masses and 
presents to the Virg^ Mary and Su Oswin for their 
deliTcnmcc. 
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SOKNKT II. 
BAHBOBOUGH CASTLB. 

This very ancieiit castle, with its extensive domains, 
heretofore the propertr of th«iiunily(rf'FoksTER,wlioce 
heiress married Lord Crewe, bishop of Durham, is ap- 
propriated by the will of that ploos Prelate to many bcoe- 
voleat purposes ; particularly that of ministering instant 
relief to such shipwrecked mariners as may happen to be 
cast OD tins d^gerons coast, for whose preservation, and 
that of their vessels, ereryposuble assistance is coDtrived, 
and u dt all times ready. The whole estate is rested in 
the hands of Trustees, one of whom. Dr. Shakp, arch- 
deaccm of Northnmberland, with as aCtive zeal well 
suited to the nature of the humane institution, makes this 
castle his chief residence, attending with vnwearied dili- 
gence to the proper application of the charity. 



The Weksbece is a romantick and sequestered river 
in Northumberland. On its banks is situated our I.ady's 
Chapel. " The remains of this small chapel, or ora- 
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tory, (says Grose) stand in a shady lolitude, on the 
DOFth bank of the Wensbeck, about three quarters of a 
mile west of Bothall, in a spot admirably caJcnkted for 
meditation. It was probably built by one of the Barons 
Ogle." This river is thus beautifiiUy charafletized by 
AkehsidB) who was bom near it: — 

" O ye Northumbrian shades, which overlook 
The rocky pavement, and the mossy falls 
Of solitary Wen^ck's limpid scream; 
How gladly I recal your well-known seats 
Belov'd of old, and that delighcAil lime 
When all alooe, for many a summer's day, 
I wander'd through your calm recesses, led 
In silence by some [>owerfiil hand unseen." 



SONKBT LV. 
. The iitHtving brancbtt that rommtlfk tend, 

O'er tby tall banks 

Written on passing the Tweed at Kelso, where the 
scenery is much more pifturesque than it is near Bcrwickr 

VOL. I. M 
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tbe more general route of tntvellen into Scotland. Itwas- 
a beautiiiil aod still autumnal evening when we passed. 

The ibepbertfi Jiittuttfipc ii btard no more, 

AUudtng to the simple and afiefting pastoral strains 

Ibr which Scotland haj been to long celebrated. 1 need 

not mentioD Lochatar, the braes of BeUendioe, Tweed> 



BOMITBT VI. 
Of riven winding wild 

There is i wildnesi almost fantastick in the view of the 
river from Stirling-Castle, the course of which is seen for 
many miles, making a thousand tuioings. 



The Itchih is a river running from Winchester to 
Southampton) the banks of which have been the scene 
of many i teJiday ipcrt. The lines were composed on 
an evening io a journey bota Oxford to SouthamptOD, 
the first time I bad kcd the Itcbin since I left school. 
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Aj at Iht mettmg of mme loag-lait fr'itni. 
From vibom, in hi^^r hours, we wept to pari. 
" We remember them as friendi from whom we were 
sorry ever to have parted." Smith's Theory. 



How fumt tbt tunrful bclh' respomi-Dt pea!! 
Written on landing at Osiend, and heariag, very early 
[a the momiDg, the carillons. 

The efiefl of bells has been often described, but by 
none more beautifiilly thaa Cowpek: — 

*' How soft the musick of those village bells, 

Falling at intervals upon the ear 

la cadence sweet, now dying all away. 

Now pealing loud agdn, and louder still. 

Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on! 

With easy force it opens all the cells 

Where mem'ry slept. Wherever I have heajd 

A kindred melody, the scene recuTS, 

And with it all its pleasures and its pains. 
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Such comprehensiTe tjctim the spirit takes. 

That in a few short moments I retrace 

(As in a map the voyager his course) 

The windings of my way through many years." 

Cowfer's Task, book *i. 



Th« following elegant Inscription to the Memory of 
this amiable and excellent young man, is prefixed to the 
chancel of Caversham church, near Reading, and does 
merely justice to the many valuable qualifications of him 
whose Tirtues and graces it records ; — 

" Near this Chancel are deposited 

The Remains of the REV. WILLIAM BENWEIX, 

Late Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford, 

Who died of a contagious ftver, the consequence of his 

charitable endeavours to relieve and comfort the 

inhabitants «f the village in which he resided. 

■ From early youth 

He was remarkable for correftness of taste* 

and Tuiety of knowledge; 
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Simple, modest, and retired; 
In manners and cooversation he possessed a natural gracCt 
a winning courtesy, truly expressive of the heavenjy 
serenity of his mind, and of the meekness, low- 
liness, and benevolence of his heart. 
To liis Relations, and to his Companions whom he loved, 

he was most tenderly and consistendy afieftionate : 
To the Poor.a zealous friend, a wise and padent instruflor. 

By his mildness cheering the sorrow Evil; 
And, by the pure and amiable sanftity which beamed in 
his countenance, repressing the licentious. 
Halntually pious. 
He appeared in every instance of life 
to aft, to speak, and to think, 
as in the sight of God. 
He died Sept. 6th, 1796, in his jid year ; 
His soul pleased the Lord, therefore hasted He to take 
him away. 
This Tablet vas erefted to his Memory, with heart- 
felt grief, and the tenderest a&dion, 
By Penelote, eldest daughter of John Lovedav, esq; 

and Pbnelofe hit wife, 

Who, after many years of the most ardent friendship, 

became his wife and his \ridow in the 

course of devep weeks!" 
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BLBOT, AT THB HOTWELI.S, 

r. v>- L. 5. 

Bmmd to jm dojfy mart 

The immeDse smoky appeiiraiice of Briatol from thu 
hills of Clifton. There is something very peculiar' in 
the sight of the sails passing and repassing between ths 
ragged cliffs so high above them, paiticulaHy when the 
kskI is coming round a projefting rock. 



ON THE DBATH OF UBHKT BEADLEY. 

». «. I. a. 
la yautb'i fitll icalj mamiiig Htadltj died. 

Henky Headlev was educated under Dr. Pakr at 
Norwich, admitted afterwards scholar of Trinity college, 
Oxford, and died of a decline at the age of twenty-Jbur. 
Some very beautiful pieces of poetry were published by 
him, distinguished for imagery, patboai and sionplicity, 

r. JO. I™ A. 
And cutt each icalter'd twtel, that uem to OBtJe 
IMufioviert open tome lang-firiaimfiile. 
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Headlev's &T<nuite track of readings was among the 
ancient English poets, and he published a work entitlad 
' Beauties of Ancient English Poetry,' preserving chiefiy 
such pieces as were less known, and which his taste 
knew how to seleft and ^predate. 



. . . -weft the TUthUis deed, the poor man'j /ati. 

Alluding to some very beautifiil verses by HeAdlet 
on a Beggar's Dog, from which the following are ex- 
traced:— 



*' When the cold winter's wind my grey locks n 
Like wither'd moss upon a monument, 

What could he more i — against the pityless sloni 
He lent hii little aid to keep me warm." 



that social ihadt 

IFhere once we sojourn' d ■ ■ ■ . • 

- -Trinity cdJege, OxTwd. — Among my contemporaries 
there, -were several young men of talenu and literature ; 
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Headier, Kett, Bcnwell, Dallaway, Richards, DonifonL 
T. Wanon was one of the seaior Fellaws. 



VEKSES TO HOWARD, 
p. J7. L. 9. 

fearhu unfold 

The grating door — the inmott cell heboid ! 

Pen with Prison.' — " Two rooms in (he keeper's stable- 
yard; but distant from his house, and qnite oat of sight 
and hearing. The room for men is foil 1 1 feet sqoan, 
aod 6 high: window 18 inches square: no chimney. — 
Earth floor; very damp. The door had not been ojjeoed 
for fbar weeks when I wmt in; and then the keeper be* 
gan to clear away the dirt. There was only one debtor, 
who seemed to have been robust, but was grown pale by 
ten weeks' close confinement, with little food, which he 
had from a brother, who was poor and had a family. — 
He Slid, the dampness of the prison, with bnt little straw, 
had obliged him (he spoke with sorrow) to send for the 
bed on which some of his children lay. He had a wife 

• At Penunce, Comwill ;— ibc propcttr of Lord Amndcl. 
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and ten diildrea, two of whom died since he came 
hither, and ihe rest were almost starTiDg. He has writ- 
ten a letter since, by which I kam that his distress was 
Dot nuligated, and that he had a companion miserable ^s 
himself." HowAKD oh Lazalettos, p. 39E. 



To lie luild Nieftr's bankj, and <wbiip'ri»g reeds, 

" The town (i. e. Cherson, on the Black-sea, where 
Howard died) is entirely furnished with fuel by reedi, 
-of which there are an inexhaust^le forest io die shallows 
of tbe Borischenes, or Nieper." 

Lady Craven's Tour. 



A knal rettrding on mj line I tie. 

I find, by Feferrjog to the book, that I have here made 
1 misake, which I hope the reader will pardon. The 
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knots vere tied at the time of Le Boo's depaitarc, and 
cne Hitlicd every moon by the disconaolate Fathe^^ 
There is a very interestiag relation on this sutged m 
Drios's Voyage round the World, who, some years 
afterwanls sailing near the Pelew Islands, observed a 
person on shore making signs to the vessel, whom we 
have reason to suppose from subsequent accounts to hare 
been the unfisitunate Father of Lee Boo. Captain 
BizON, at the time, was ignorant of every circnmstance 
relating to this interesting story, with which Mr. Keate 
concludes his account of the Pelew Islands: — 

" The evming before tiie Oroohag sailed, the King 
asked Capt. Wilsom bow long it might be before bis 
return to Pelew? and being told, that it would probaUy 
be about thirty moons, or might chance to extend to ax 
more, Abba Thulb drew from his basket a jHcce of 
line, and, after making thirty knots on it, a little distance 
from each other, left a long space, and thep adding ux 
others, caretully pat it by. 

" As the slow but sure steps of Time have been ino- 
-nog mward, d>e reader's imagination will figure tiie 
anxions parent resorting to this cherished ranembtaacer. 
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HOTSl. 1^1 

and with joy untying die earCer records of each elapsuig 
peiiod ; — as he sees him advancing on his line, he will 
conceive that joy redoubled; and when nearly approach- 
iag to the thirtitth Icoot. almost accusing the planet of 
the nig^t for pas^g so tardily away. 



" When verging towardi the termination of his laUit 
reckoning, he will then piftnre his mind glowing with 
parental affefiioD, occaaioQilly alarmed by doubt— yet 
still buoyed up by hope; — he will fkocy him pacing in- 
quisitively the sea-shore, and often commanding his peo- 
ple to ascend every roclcy height, and glantx their eyes 
aJong the level Ene of the horizon which bounds the sor- 
ronnding ocean, to see if haply it might not in siHne part 
be broken by the distant a.ppearance of a returning sail. 

" Lastly, he will view the good Abba Tkule, we^ 
rjed out by that expeftation, which so many returning 
moons, since his reckoning ceaied, have by this time 
taught him he had nouiisbed in vain. But the reader 
will bring him back to his remembrance, as armed with 
that unshaken fortitude that was equal to the trials of 
varying life. He will not in him, as in less manly spirits, 
see the passions nishing into opposite extremes— ^d^ 
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tuned to Detptdr—^eHwn coi»erted to I/atrtd.-'-No. 
AAcT some aUnwancc for their natural feimentatvMk be 
will nppoK them all {)Iacid]y subsidiag into the ealmfiS 
Rcflgaatkiol — 

" Should this not be absolutely the case of our iriendly 
Kia(^-as the human mind U iat more pained by tMeer- 
taintj than a knowledge of the luerit — every reader «iB 
lamenti he should to this mornent remain ignorant, tiut 
hia long looked^ Sod can return do more. 

" At Rome, the life of one ciuzen saved, gave a claim 
to the chne wreath — at Pelew, so many of our country- 
men rescued from distress, and, by Ab>a Thulb's pro- 
teSioo and benevoknce, not only sa^d ircnn inemtable 
deitruAioD, but enabled to return in safety to their iami- 
lies and fnends, haih sure a still stronger claim to a 
wreath from Britiih gratitude I" 

....** CapL Wilson notified to the India-House th« 
■nfortunate death of this young m»nj and received or- 
ders to condoA every thing with proper decency resped- 
ing his fimeral. He was interred in Rotherhithe church- 
yard, the Captain and his tmnher attending. All the 
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ywhig people of the Academy joined in tliit tesdmony of 
te^wcAi a&d die concoarse of people at die churdi was so 
gmt, that It appeared as if the whole paiiih had assem- 
bled to join in seeing the last ceremonies paid to one who 
waa so much beloTed by all who had known him in ft. 

" The India Cohpanv, soon after, ordered a tomb 
to be ereded over his grave, with the fbllowiog inscrip-^ 
tioa, which I have transcribed from it ; — 

" To the Memory of 

PRINCE LE BOO, 

A nadve of the Pele<w, or Palai Islands; 

And son to Abba. Tkule, Rnpack or King 

of the Island Ceeraoraa; 

Who departed this life on the 17th of December I7t4> 

^ed ao years; 

This Stone is insciihed. 

By the Honourable United East-India Cohtamt, 

As a Testimony of Esteem 

For the humane and kind treatment afforded by bit Fatter 

totheCrewof their ship the j^«/«/iyw, Capt. Wilson, ' 

which was wrecked off that Island, in the night 

of the 9th of August 1783. '■ ' 

Stop, Reader, stop! let Nature claim a tear — 
A Prince ai mine, Lee Boo, lies bury'd here." 
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THE AFRICAN. 

The idea is taken from the supposed circumstance of 
the Negro, after death, expeflbg to return to his native 
countiy, where 

the thrill liguTM ling. 

" Sinatra is an insert somewhat resembling a grass- 
hopper." Dahpier's Voyage. 



iiouriu Jar tht ipirit of Ugb hmuar_fied. 

" This mixed system of opinion and sentiinent had its 
ori^D in the antient chivalry; and the principle, though 
varied in its appearance by the varying state of human 
a^rs, subsisted and influenced through a long succes- 
non of generations, even to the time we live in. If it 
should ever be totally extinguished, the loss I fear will 
be great. It is this which has given its charafter to mo- 
dem Europe. It is this which hu distinguished it uader 
all its forms of gorernnient, and distinguished it to its ad- 
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vanuge, from the nates of Asia, and possibly from those 
states which flourished in the most brilliant periods of 
the antique world. It was this which, without confound- 
ing ranks, had produced a noble equality, and handed it 
dowD through all the gradations of social life. It was 
this opinion which midgated kings into companions, and 
raised private mea to be fellows with kings. Without 
f<Mre, or oppoudon, it signed the fierceness of pride 
and power; it obliged soveragns to submit to the soft 
collar of social esteem, compelled stem authority to sub- 
mit to elegance, and gave a dominadon vanqmsher of 
laws to be subdued by n 



*' But now all is to be changed. All the pleasing ii!u- 
siODSf which made power gende, and obedience liberal, 
which harmonized the difierent shades of life, and which, 
by a bland assimilation, incorporated Into politics the sen- 
timents which beautify and soften private society, are to 
be dissolved by this new conquering empire of tight and 
reason. All the decent drapery of life is to be rudely 
torn off. All the superadded ideas, fiirnished from the 
wardrobe of a moral imagination, which the heart owns, 
and the understanding ratifies, as necessary to cover the 
defeds of our naked shivering nature, and to raise it to 
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^gpity in our own eidmatiaD, are to be exploded aa 
ridiculous, absufd, and antiqaated fashim." 

Bukke'b Reflections, p. 113, ir4> 



S^veet native land! vibeie every hawit ii dear. 

" Ekglahd, with all thy &ult3 I tore thee still — 
My Country! and, while yet a nook is left 
Where Eoglish minds and manners may be &iuih], 
Shall be conttraio'd to love thee. Though thy clime 
fie ficklCf and thy year most part defbrm'd. 
With dripinng rainsi or wither'd by a frost) 
I would not yet exchange thy sullen sides,, 
And fields «ithout a flow'r, for wanner France 
With all her yinesj nor for Ausonia's grores 
Of golden fruitage, and ber myrtle bow'ra." 

Cowfer'sTask, p. 56. 



OM LEAVIDG A PLACE OF BESIDKNCB. 

Bartok-Hili, near ShafttsburyjDorset, now the pro- 
perty of Pavl Behfield> esq; HtP. 
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That held in btr rigbt-haad a budding iprajt 
*' The Ancienta represented Hope with a bud, Just open- 
ing, in her band." See Spehce's Polymetia. 

If. L. 17. 
That trispt it4 sbhmg margf, tlmU lolati thtt. 
" I in these flow'ry meads would be, 
These crystal stream* /fowtf /<!&« »w." 

Isaac Wai.toii'b 
Spdg in the Complete FishermaD. ^ 

r. 143. t. J. ■ 
But birds, in new kavei jl/mtidrd, Jiag- aloft. 
" FoKis adopcrta novellis." Milton's Eleg. 



The hoary lime, that restelb nighl nor day. 
" The-Hme, <i>it pasteth night and day. 

And restksse travail«th aye. 
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And steletii from us so ptively. 
That to us seuneth sykerly 
That it in one pmnt dwelleth ever, 
And cettes it ne rateth never." 

See Chaucek's Romance of the Rote. 



And iport bttuatb tbt light aftbeu mckiaiei jJHet, 
The lender will recoiled Hn. Smith's afiefling and 
most beautifbl Sonnet. 

" Sibling I see yon little troop at play ; 

By sorrow yet nntonch'd; nnhnrt by care; 
While free and aportire they eqjoy UMlay, 

' Content and careless of to^norrow's fere!' 
Oh happy age! when Hope's tmdouded ray 

Ijghts their green path, and prompts their simple nuTth) 
Bre yet they feel the thorns that loiking lay 

To wound the wretched pilgrims of the earth. 
Malting them rue the hour^that gare them turth. 

And threw theiti on a world so fiill of pain, 
Where prosperous folly treads on patient worth, 

And to deaf pride misfbrame pleads id njn[ 
Ahl— ^ their fittore late how muiy fean 
Oppressmybeart— sod fill mine eyes with lean!" •< 
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». 148. L. 3. 
Ftr b^ tim Jvttjied lomt rmnklmg umwh^. 
" Hekmia, for aught that ever I could read) 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 
The course of true iove nerer did nin smooth, 
But ather it wu diflerent in bJood; 
Or else misgrafied in resped of years; 
Or else it stood upon the choice of fnends; 
Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 
War, death, or uckness, did lay siege to it." 

Midsummer Night's Dream. 

II. L. 18. 

Bid Heps her animating •voice apply' J. 
" Dejefled Pity at his side 
Her souI-9ubduing roice apply'tt." 

Collins. 

?. rjo. I. 3. 
Bj tbt i<u»rd of Suae helJ, 

" Sesac, Bacchus, or Sesosnis, (according to Sir Isaac 
Newton) otie and the same king of .Sgypt, who codj'- 
^laered westward as &r aa (he pilkn of Heicules, and' 
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eattwud to the Ganges. He set ap two pillars in India, 
on the mounlains, near the mouth of the Ganget." 

T. 154. L. II. 

T'Jen iei4 1, Mailer ^ pUaiemt it tlai place, 
** Ed lOr Mzitro," &c. D&HTE, Inferso. 

T. IS6. L. 9. 

Nor bavtf lam, 'till in mmuimi af tbe blest. 
" Nor leave ui 'till we die." Pops. 
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